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PREFACE 
ROM my firſt acquaintance with this Author, 
which was as early as I was able to underſtand 
him, I found him ſo pleaſing and agreeable, 
hat I wiſtd he were taught to ſpeak, Engliſh, that 
Whoſe who could not ankles him in his own language 
might by that means partake of the ſatisfattion and 
= ns. I, at leaſt, receird in my conver ſation with 
him. And finding that not any Pen had been employd 
about the Work, (for Mr. Quarles only borrow his 
Emblems, to prefix them to much inferiour ſenſe) 
rather than it ſhould remain undone, and ſuch an ex- 
cellent piece of Devotion be loſt tro thoſe who wow#d 
priſe it moft, the Religious Ladies of our Age: / 
reſold to engage in the attempt ; and the rather, be- 
cauſe the Subjeft was ſutable to my Calling, «s 4 
'YClergyman,as the Senſe was to my Fancy, 4s an bume 

ble Admirer of Poetry, eſpecially ſuch as is Divine. 
But 0n @ more conſiderate peruſal of the Book, in 
order to a Tranſlation, / found ſome thing in it 
which put a ſtop to my proceeding, that even my zeal 
to have done, cowd ſcarce prevail with me to under- 
take the Work, For "my Author, I found, was a little 
too much a Poet, and had inſerted ſeveral filtitions 
ſtories in his Poems, which did much leſſen their gravi- 
ty, and very ill become their Devotion; and which, 
indeed, wowd take from them that prevalency which 
they ought to have, as ſerious Addreſſes from the 
' [Soul to God, over the affettions of all that read 
ſrhem. But at laſt my inclination to the Work, made 
Fo A2 me . 


The Preface. 
me reſolve rather wholly to omit thofe Fithtons where I 
met them, than recede from my deſign. And actor- 
dingly I have made it my buſineſs to [ave them always 
out, only where I cowa think of an appoſite example 
out of the Scriptures, I have uſed it inſtead of the filti- 
tious one omitted. As in the firſt Poem of the ſecond 
Book, where the Author brings in Phaeton as an ex- 
ample of Mens deſiring Liberty in chooſing, tho? their 
choice proves oftentimes their rutne ;, 1 have uſed the 
Prodigal Son, as more ſuitable in that deſign, and 1 
am ſure to the gravity of the Poem, And ſuch another 
alteration I have made in the ſecond Poem of the third 
| Book, where, inſtead of Cydippe?s being deceiv'd by 
Acontius with an Apple, I have mentioned Eve's being 
ſo deluded by the Serpent. And in ſeveral other places 
I have done the like, where thoſe fabulous ſtories came 
in my way, as whoever has the curioſity to enquire, 
may find, by comparing the Engliſh and the Latine. 
Andin all this, I think, I have rather done my Au- 
thor a kindneſs than an injury. But there # another 
thing for which ſome of the Autbor's Friends may 
perhaps call me to an account ; that us, for omitting 
ſeveral hiſtorical paſſages takgn ſrom the Legends of 
Saints and Martyrologies : And for this I muſt re- 
turn 1n my own behalf, that it was not out of any diſ- 
regard to, or prejudice againſt the Saints and holy 
Perſons of whom the account is given, nor that I ſu- 
perſtitiouſly disbelieve their ſtories, however ſome per- 
haps may wito too much ſuperſtition credit them ;, but 
the true reaſons of my leaving out the mention of them 
were theſe: Firlt, becauſe 1 knew that great part of 
the Reagers would be ſtrangers to their Hiſtories, and 


muſt 


| 


w— 


The Preface. 

nut conſequently be «t « loſs in whderſtanding the 
Poems. Secondly, becunſe the truth of the naleniiny 
is net ſo evident as to render them unqueſtionable, 1 
thought them better left ont, eſpecially ſince they are on- 
ly bare recitals of juch paſſages, without any improve- 
ment of Fancy. or luckineſs of Thought upon them, 
which conld not injure the Book, by being omitted, 
whereas the inſerting that part might prejudice ſome 


nice judgments againſt the whole. And, which was - 


third reaſon,,might be a hindrance tothe Impreſſion. 
Hg however a may cenſure me for vengy/r rom 
they will not take it ill that 1 have leſt out the Satyri- 
cal part of the ſecond Poem of the firſt Book, wherein 
the Author refletts on the Monks and Friars in their 


. variety of Habits, and conteſts about them ;, for in-' 


deed I thought it ſomething too uncharitable to have 
any room in ſo divine a Poem. And now I am apolo- 
$izing for omiſſions, let me not forget to acquaint the 
Reader that I have left out ſome of the Author's ſenſe, 
particmarly in the etghth Poem of the ſecond B 
and in the ſecond Poem of the third Book: In the fir 
of which be recounts all the ſeveral ſorts of Perfumes 
he can think of, anain the latter makgs a long rectal 
of the various kinds of Flowers, both which rather 
tire than delight the Reader, and he muſt be unkind 
if he does not thank_me for omitting them. But oy 
it may be objetted againſt me, that I have made bold 
with my Author, in varying from him, and ſome- 
times adGing to him - ?T1s rrue, 1 have done both ; 
4s in the third Poem of the firſt Book, for inſtance, 


where, inſteadof mentioning Podalirius and Melam- - 


pus, and the other Phyſicians, 1 have uſed ten lines 


B 3 of 
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of my own ; and in the fifth Poem of the ſame Book, 
I have given an account of Mars Creation ſometbin 

different from that in my Author (both which, as all 
che other variations and additions may be known to 


the Engliſh Reader by their being printed in the ltalick 


CharaQter.) But whether 1 have impair*d the ſenſe, 
whether doe for the better or the worſe, I muſt ſub- 
mit my {elf to the judgment of the Learned, whoſe 
pardon I muſt beg for whatever is amiſs, and parti- 
cularly if in any thing I have injur'd the worthy Au- 
thor, to whom ] am willing to make all the reparation 
I am able. And if I have injurd bim in other addi- 
tions, 1 have done. him a kindneſs in that of the tenth 
Poem of the third Book, where he ſcems to apologize 
| for Self-murther; for what I have there added takgs 
away all poſſibility of miſtaking him, who 1 am confi- 
dent was too good a Chriſtian to deſign any thing of 
that kind, and we find he ſufficiently condemn'd all 
ſuch attempts by this Verſe - 

Oquoties quzſita fugz fuit anſa pudendz ! 
which 1 have renared, 

How oft wouPd I attempt a ſhameful flight ! 
where the Epithet he gives to flight,proves that he had 
10 good opinion of it. And this gives me the hint to 
ſay ſomething of his wiſhing for death in the eighth 


Pocm of the ſame Book, which 1s not any way meant ' 


in favour of Self-murther, but a pious deſire of the 
Soul to be freed from the captivity of the Body, that 
it might enjoy its Saviour , which is no more than 
what St. Paul tells rs of himſelf, that he had a de- 
- fire to bedilfolved, and to be with Chriſt. More 
might be urg*d in behalf of my Author on this account, 


but 


' 
| 
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but that be needs n9 apology, and I bave enough to do 
t0 excuſe my ſelf, for *tis not improbable I ſhalt be ac< 
cud of anindecerum as to Chronelogy, in the fourth 
Poem of the firſs Book, in bringing in the glorious 
Saint and Martyr King Charles 7. with our late 
Monarch, for examples of the msfortune that often- 
times attends the greateſt and beſt of men, inſtead of 
Menelaus and Dionyſius : but / deſire the Reader td 
give me leave to inform him, that I defign my Tran- 
lation to repreſent the Book, as if now but Sf evi, 
and where then could I produce more apt examples of 
the inſtability of Fortune, and the ſufferings of good 
men, than thoſe Princes were, whoſe' Unhappineſs, 
like their Excellencies, had no parallel? I am ſure 
They —_ be _ ſuit able =_ Ser Arey 
tyranny made him unpitied inhis miſery. And having 
my Reader my deſign, 1 hope lewis ear blenene 
changing the 75th: of May (which I ſuppoſe was 
my Aut — to the ir of Jaly eng 

T own to my ſe that part 0 
the elated Poem Eq Books and os I am 
confident 1 ſhall not be condenm'd on any-hand for that 
digreſſon in the forirteenth Poem of. the ſame Books 
wherein 1 conceive the joyful reception of his | ſacred 
Majeſty King Charles the Firſt*s Soul into Heaven, 
and the great ſatisfaftion which his Son*s Succeſſion 
to the Crown brought to thoſe C eleſtial Spirits, who 
being lovers of Right and Equity, muſt be exceedingly 
pleas'd to. have bis undoubted. Title take place, for 
that they are affetted with ſome tranſattions bere be- 
'ow, us evident from our Saviour®s words, That there 
is joy in Heaven among the Angels over m_—_ | 
that 


'The Preface, 
Gat repent, : 41d" why not then over rhe Ju that 
ae rewarded 
4 rm willingly tire my. Reeder with a lon 
Preface, and therefore ſhell only add aword or rwo'm 
behalf both of my Author and my ſelf. *Tis trae the 
Tivle-page intbe Latine declares him of the Society 
of Jeſus, but bis Book ſhews nothing:eitber of his Or- 
der, or particular Opinion in Rehgion, but that he 
3s ath excellent A in the main : and indeed be 
to me tO aefignedly avoided all reaſon of 
ok to bys Readers of prrenn t judgment ;, for | 
tho? in the faurteemb Poem of the firſt Book. he bad a 
tunity of mentioning Purgatory, he mholly 
nin is and takes no notice. at all of ſock « place. 
And; in the twelfth Poem of the third: Book he ſays 
wathing of Tranſubſtantiation, cho? be had occ 
t#. mention the —_— "the nm F- Ibis 
particularly I thought neceſſary to off er, leſt ſome 
think I have miſ-renderd fri gpes, bf: e plares, whic which, 
(Joy: aL a ae hed no 0cca- 


i. 


"ERRATA | % 

Pa 35. line 14, read believed. p.g9. { 6.r. bubbling, Þ- 40. 1.'8. for us, 
#; as. p. 65. 1. 6.r. Circumſtances. p. 68. 1. 4.F; in, r. is. p. 96: [. 3. F. what, 
< why: IÞ, l-5.f, why, r, what, p , 109-1.'1.f. XV, r. VI. p.i3i. 1.1, 

þ 243.1. 22.y. fiaina.. þ, 142.7. 22.5. near þ, 2781-4 
r-Beafts. p. 195, {. 24. r. relief p. 207. lin. 7. r. Servant. 
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ſo 
and my groanmng not had. 
from the e.. Pal. 38.V.9- 


i thou knowestall my gene, 


"A 


(3) 


' TO THE 


DESIRE 


OF THE 
Eternal Habitations, 


ESUS CHRIST, 
Whom the Angels deſire to pry into. 


A —————_—_ 


| Lord, thou knoweſt all my deſire and 
groaning is not hid from thee, "Pal. "7 
verl. 9g. 


Y no diſcov'ry. did I cer impart 
The ſecret partings of my love-ſick Heart ; 
ag Whoſe clpſe receſſes to no other eye . 
{ But that great Pow'r's that fram'd them, open lie: 
He only views my thoughts in their undreſs, 
And His bright beam ſearch thro' their nakednels : 
ToHimeach ſecret ſigh, each ſilent groan, 
To him the bottom of my Soul is known, | 
B 2 Whe 


(4) 
Whocan his enſe Canother's ears convey, 
Unleſs himſelf his own deſigns betray > - 
Yet, cou'd Diſcov'ry gratifie my wiſh, 
Coxcealment ſhould not long defer the Bliſs - 
 Butno relation can my wants relieve, 
Or limits to my boundle wiſhes give. 


| Rachel awhile did her loſt Sons deplore, 

But finding Tears in vain, ſhe wept no more. 

Thus Fire emits, and then deworrs its Seeds, \ 

And on its Off-ſpring the wild Parent feeds. | 

Thus, when the Clouds have empty'd all their Rat, 

They drink up the exhauſted Rtock again. 

And thus I beſt receive the tears I ſhed, 

And turs the Sireaau back to their Facaraia-head. | 

(GROAN, | 

Then, what my Thoughts are, while I doeply ? 

Only to me, and him I love, is known ; | 

Whar I deſign in every {dent FO, 

Qaly. »»y ſelf, and' my Beloved know ; 

And my thick SG HS a myftick hanguage prove, 

Lnknown to all but ze and #1: I Lowe 


S$lawoft have I, with pious Fraud and Art, 
Jn a diſſembled look bely'd my heart ? | 


Pleaſure 


tt og 


my 


Pl wt ef hed Wd bay ou! 


[IJ] 


(5) 
Pleaſure and Mirth without deludes the fight, 
While all within is Torment m the height. 


No Faith in Tears, for Tears have learnt deceir, 
No Faith in Smiles, wnlefs your felf you'd chear. 
I weep, the haſty World believes I'm fad ; 
I /axgh, and they as faſt conclude me glad. 
How little ſhows my Face my Minds intent > * _ 
I pmile when griev'd, when pleard, 1 moſt lament. 
Not the Camelion changes more than thoſe, 
Whoſe every wiſh new Xaſquerades expole 5 
None knows = fecret GROANS, and VOWS, 

and SIGHS, 


None but we Two, and only we ſuffice. 


Heb. iv. 13. 


Neither # there any Creature that is not ma- 
nifeſt in his ſight, but all things are naked 
and opened to the eyes of him with whom 
we have to do. | 2H 


With my Soul have I Pelrre? 
thee im the night: 15a: 26. g. 


Ps. 


S 


(7) 


SIGHS 


OF- THE 


Pemitent Soul. 


BO OK the Firſt. 


—— 


oh OR 
With my Soul have I defired thee in the night, 
Iſa. xxvi. 9. | 


OW do my wanaring thoughts miftake their way, 
And in a Maze of darkſom Error firay » * 

Loſt in whoſe diſmal Labrinth, I conclude 
Th' <gyptian Plague is in my Soul renew'd. 
All cloudy, fearful, horrid ; not one ſpark 
Of Day ; a Night for Night it ſelf roo dark, 
No Scythian or Cimmerian Sky ſo black, 
Tho' Heav'ns bright Lamps thoſe gloomy Shades for- 
Ev'n Hell, where Night in fable Triumph dwells, 
Yeelds to the terror of my darker Cell: | 


'B4 Fox 


"_ ( L ) 
For tho' no fav'ouring Star imparts its light, 
To baniſh thence the thick /#b/tantia/ Night : 
Yet there ſo much their puniſhment they feel, 
As will not let them be i»ſenſible : 
There the fad Shades bewail their want of Light ; 
And ev'n the dim Cimmeriahs ſee 'tis Night, 
And, when the Scythians fix dark Moons have ſpent, 
Th' expeRted Day returns from Baniſhment. | 


But I am to eternal Night confin'd, 

And what ſhov'd guide me, is it ſelf ſtruck blind. 
There's not one glimmering Beam that dares invade 
The ſetled Horror of the gloomy Shade. 
Nor can I hope but that I {till muſt tray, 
Since I perceive not how I loſe my way ; 
Bur love th' unhappy darkneſs where I err, 
And Nights foul Shades, to Days bright Lamp prefer. 
For Prides falſe light miſguides my wandring mind, 
And vain Ambition ſtrikes my judgment blind; 
Loves ſoft Enchantments my weak Heart entice ; 
His foo/iſh Fires delude my dazled Eyes. 
When theſe black Images my thoughts poſſels, 
The darkneſs and the horror ſtill increaſe. 
My Eyes have their ſucceſſive Night and Day, 
And Heav'n allows Them an alternate ſway : £ 
Ok 1! that my Soul as happy were as They! 

' "That 


- 


LO 
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dg 


h (9) 7D 
That Reaſos jointly might with #51! preſide, 
Whoſe office 'tis the ſtragling-4:n4 to guide! 


They more are grieve'd who cannot uſe their Sight» 
Than they, who never yet enjoy'd the Light ; 
And he that in'Nights ſhades has loſt his way, 
Salutes with greater joy th' approaching Day: 
Bur that's a Night too tedious to be born, 
Which never will admit the grateful Morn. 


When the bright Sun returns to cheer our Eyes, 
We haſte, like Perſians, toadore his Riſe 3. 
Thither our carly homage we addreſs, 

And ſtrive who firft ſhall his kind Influence blefs. 
Thus oft, on high, I Heav'ns bright Orb ſurvey'd 
From Pole to Pole, and thus as oft have pray'd ; 
Shine, ſhine, my $», bright Object of my Song, 
Thou that haſt left my watchful Eyes too long : 
Riſe, riſe, or half thy beautious Face diſplay ! 
If that's too much, indulge me one ſhort Rag. 
Yer, if that Bliſs is too ſublime far me, 

P let ir be enough to 've wiſh'd for Thee ! 


Bernard in Cant. Serm. 75. 


The World has its Nights, and thoſe not a few. Alas! 
why do I ſay its Nights; fince it ſelf is 0M CN 
tinual Night, and alway: over fpread with Darkyeſs? 


Il. O God, 


0 God, thou Enowest my Sim - 
nity , and my faults ave not 
_ from Het. Pal: v9. FP 


© 20. 


(11) 


II. 


' O God, thou knoweſt my fimpliciry and 
| faults are not hid from thee, P Al, Ixix. ag 


F thou our childiſh Feltes canſt nor bear, | 
Thou, who doſt all things by wi/e Counſel: ſteer 3 
Who can accepted, who can pardon'd be, 
Since none from Folly, none from Flxlts are frees =» 
Nor ſcapes, alas, the moſt exalted mind 
This Poyſon, of ſo ſubril, ſtrange a kind : £ 
All whirl'd about by the ſame giddy wind. 
'Tis vain to hide our faults, we've all been frail ; 
Folly's our Birth-Right by a long Entail, | 
Since our firſt Parents went themſelves aſtray, 
And taught too to fool our Blik away : 6 
| They for an Apple all Mankind betray'd ; 
Was &er a more imprudent batgain made 2 
Nor Eſas's Folly has its parallel, 
Who, Wretch! devour his Birth-Right at a Meal, 
Ev'n He, 
Whom Sheba's Queen for Wiſdom did prefer, 
(Strange weaknels! ) ated Foly ev'n with Her; 


: "C Toy 
Which proves that King's Oraclons Sentence true, 


”  Whofays, that Fools are nun'rons, Hiſc-men few. 


Nor was the pradent 2foſes's with in van, ' 
When he of Mans deftruftion did complain : 

* O that unthinking Mortals wou'd be wiſe, 

* And place their End before their heedful eyes! 
* Then Sins fort pleaſures they wou'd ſoon deſpiſe, 

® Nor yield, bke Fax, to ev'iry Stamp of Vice. 


. Wou'dany but a ftrange befotted Ronr, 
Th' Exiſtence of a God deny, or doubt ? 
Theſe, that in ſin they may uncheck'd go on, 
Perſwade themſelves to a belief of Nove. 
Our very Crimes t'improve our Fell tend, 
we're. infatzate, cer we dare offend ; 
or does the growing frenzy here give o're, 
But from ths 1 runs headlong on tO More : 
We Caſtles build in this inferiour Air, 
| Asifgo have Eternal Beings here - 
Bur when unthought-of Death ſhall ſnatch us hence, 
We then ſhall own the fond Improvidence. 
With endleſs and unprofitable toil 
= Weftrive tenrich and beantifie the Soil ; 
ZY This Soil, which we niuſt leave at laſt behind 
"> Tothofe for whom our pains were ne'er defign'd. 


- How 


3) 
How does our toil reſemble Childrens play, » aA 
When they ere an Edifice of Clay? it; 


How i4!y buſic and unploy'd they are? | 
Here, axe bring Straw; there, ethers Sticks prepare; 
Ttzs loads his Cart with Dirt; that in a Shell | 
Brings Water, that it may be temper'd well ; 

Andi tlicir work themitives they fondly pride, - 
While Age the childiſh Fabrich does deride: E 
Soon or Work Heav'n with contempt looks dom, b 
And with a breath our Babel-Tow''s orethrown. © 


What ſtrange deſire of "IS what thirft of Gall, 
Thoſe, drops of Rain congeal'd; that, ripned Mal 
Yet theſe ſo much mens nobler Souls debale, 

That they their Hliſs wm ſuch mean trifles place. | 
Ah! foobſh Tgn'rants! can your choice approve 
No more exalted Olyects of your love, 

That all your tame in rbeir purkuit you ſpend, = 

As if Se{vatios did on thews depend > 

Heav'n nay be purchas'd at an eahie rate; 

But, oh! how few bid any thing for That! _ 
Unthinking Men! who Ezrth to Hears prefer, 
And fading Jos to endleſs Glory there ! 

The Crime of ſuch an mconhid rate chouce 

Ought not pretend to Pardon, ev*n in Boys; 


, C14) 

For They from Coxnters currant money know, 
Almoſt as ſoon as they have learnt to go : 

But Mex (ob ſhame) prize courterfeit delights 
Refore the Joys to which kind Heav'n invites. 


Oh! for ſome Artiſt to retrieve their ſenſe, 
Erre more degrees of Folly they commence ! 


But by Heay'ns piercing Eye we are deſcry'd, 
Which does our fins with Follies Mantle hide. 
He's pleas'd to wink at Errors too in me, 

And ſeeing ſeems as tho' he did not ſce. 

He knows I've but a ſlender ſtock of it, 
And want a Guardian too to manage it. 

- O then, ſome kind Proteicx, Lord, affign 
Thus /deot Soxl! But 'twill be beſt in Thine. 


(15) 
Chryſoſt. in Joann. Hom. 4. 


They are no better than Fools, who 


are ever, as it were, dreaming of 
earthly Sings and of ſhort contt- 


MHANCe. 


| ZZaue —_ won me 0 Lord, 
forT an Work: 0.L,ord heal me, 


(727 my bones aro vexcd Pal 6. 


- 


F 


'P.16. 
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gl 


(17). 


ITI. 


Have mercy upon me, O Lord, for I am 
weak : O Lord, heal me, 9 my moe 
are. MH Plal. Vi. 2c; 


GH my juſt grief be querulous, or mute, 
Full of Diſeaſe, of Phyſick deſtitute 2 

I thought thy Love fo conſtant heretofore, 

That Yows were needleſs.to confirm me more : 
And can'ſt thou now abſent, and ſlight my pain ? 
What fault of mine has caus'd this cold Diſeay ? 


O beſt Phyſtian of my love-ſick. Sowl, 
Whoſe ſight alone will make thy Patient whole ; 

Thou who haft caxsd, canſt thou forget my grief, 
Which only from its Athor ſeeks relief > 


Shox d they whoſe Art gave dying Fame new breath, 
And reſcu'd their ſurviving Names from Death : 
They in whoſe ſight no bold Diſeaſe durſt ſtand, 
But trembling vani(Þd at their leaſt command ; 
They who each Simples ſovrein Virtue knew, 
And to their ends cou'd well apply them: tos : / 


Saud 


ſ 


NEVE 
Shou'd they their skill in tedious Conſult try, 5 
All, all wox'd fail to.caſe my miſery ; 
All their Prefcriptions withowr Thine are vain, 
Thine only ſuit the nature of my Pain. 
Thou who haſt ca»#4, canft thou forget my grief, 
Which only from its Awahor ſeeks relief > 


See! my parch'd Tomgne my inward heat declares 


' And my quick P#lſe proclaims inteſtine Wars ; 


While ſo much Blood's profuſely ſpent within, 
That not one drop can in my Cheeks be ſeen : 
And the ſame Pulſe that once gave brisk Alarms, 
Beats a dead March in my dejeted Arms : 


M5 Deftors ſigh, and ſhragging take their leave, 


And me to Heav'n and a cold Grave bequeath, 
While more than they the fatal ſenſe I feel 


Of my bf health, and their ſucceſvleſs 5kil. 


What can the Patient hope, when ev'n deſpair 

Dilcourages the loſt Phyſician's care ! 

The ſubtle Poyſox creeps through all my Veins, 
And in my Bones the fierce contagion reigns : 
My drooping Head flies to my Hands for aid, 
But by the feeble Props is ſoon betray'd : 
Now my laſt breath is ready to expire, 
AndI muſt next to Death's dark Cell retire. 
VR  Vauly 


(19) 
Vainly1 ftrive my other pains to tell, 
Becauſe their number's unaccountable. 
In this forlorn unpity'd ſtate I lie, 
While he who can relieve me, lets me die. 
My Face all chang'd, and out of knowledge grown, 
Ev'n I am ſcarce perfwaded 'tis my own. 
My Eyes have ſhrunk for ſhelter to my Head, 
And on my Cheek the Roſe hangs pale and dead. 
No pow'r cou'd drive the fierce Diſeaſe away, 
Nor force th* infulrmg Vitor from his prey. 
My BedT Ioath ; nor can it ſleep procure ; 
My feſtring Fonds no Surgions hands endure. 

(heart, 

My Yornds--- But oh! that word has prerc'd my 

The very mention does renew their fmart; 
My Wounds gape wide, as they won'd let in Death, 
And make quick paſſage for my flitting breath : 
Nor can they ev'n the lighteſt touch endure, 
But dread the Hand that wou'd attempt their Cure. 
For, Lord, my Fonnds are from the Darts of Sin, 
That rage and torture my griev'd Soul within : 
Here an hydropick thirſt of Riches reigns, 
And their Prides flatuous humor fwells my Veins : 
Next frantick Paſſion plays the Tyrants part, - 
And Loves oer-ſ{preading Cancer gnaws my Heart. 


Oft 
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Ofr' to the learn'd I made my ſuffrings known, 
Ofr try'd their skill ; but found redreſs from none: 
Not all the virtue of Betheſda's Pool, 

Without thy help, could ever make me whole. 
Then to what healing Altar ſhou'd I flie; 

But that whoſe proſtrate Vittims never die ? 

To Thee, Health-giver to the World, 1 kneel, 
Who moſt-canſt pity what thy ſelf didft feel : 
There's no ſound part in all my tortur'd Soul ; 
But, if thox wilt, Lord, thou canſt make me whole. 
See where, .to cruel Thieves, a helpleſs prey, 
Wounded and rob'd I'm left upon the way, © 

O Good Samaritan ! my Heart revive 

With Wine ; my Wounds ſome Balm of Gilead give. 
Then take me home, leſt if I here remain, 

Ay Foes return, and make thy ſuccour vain. 


Aug. 
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Look upon m +=" and m:: 
. ery, (and forge. me al my St . 
 Poal. IF. 27. 


Look upon my FR and miſery, ant for- 
give me all my fin, Pfal. xxv. 17. 


Cy all-my Suff rings no compaſſion move, - 
And wou'dſt-rhou yet perſwade me thou doſt 
Thas oft been ſaid, believe it he that will! (ove? 
That thoſe who Love, each others torment. feel. 
Canſt thou behold my grief, and ſeek no way 
| For my redreſs > True Love brooks no delay. 
See what a ſervile Toak my Neck ſuſtains, 
Whoſe /hawe is more affliting than its pains ! 
' With any task my Soul wou'd be content, 
But one whoſe Scandal is a Puniſhment. 
Had my afitions any parallel, | 
Taught by Example, I ſhou'd bearthem well: 
And 'twou'd, amidſt my woes, bring ſome relief, 
To have more ſhoulders to ſupport the grief : | 
For braveſt Heroes oft” have felt the weight © | 
Of their injurious Step-dame Fortwne's hate. — 
Thus our fam'd Martyr, in his Murd'rers ſtead, 2 
Baw'd to a Repel Ax H# Sacred Head ; | 
C 4 * While 


(24) 

While His great Son, a Prince of high Renown, 
The Heir of His bright Father's Name and Crown ; 
Tn an obſcure, ignoble Baniſhment, 
Did His own Fate, and Rebels Guilt prevent. 
Sad inſtances of Mars uncertain ſtate ! 
Yet 'tis no Crime to be wnfortimate : 
But my baſe Slav'ry is alone my blame, 
And leſs to be bewail'd with tears, than Same ; 
And to a heavier ſum my woes amoun:, 
Since I mult place them to my own account. 

' Like captivd Sampſor I am driv'n about, 
The drudge and ſcorn of an inſulting Rout. | 

. Around I draw the heavy.reſtleſs Wheel, 
And find my endleſs tack beginning ſtill : 

Within this Circle by ſtrange Magich hound, 

"Im ſtill in motion, yet I gain no ground. 

O! that ſome »/#al Labor were injoyn'd, 

And not the Tvrant Vice enſlavd my mind! 
No weight of Chains cou'd grieve my captive hands, 
Like the loath'd Drudg'ry of its baſe Commanas ; 
By this a double miſery I contract, 
Evn I condemn the hated 111s 1 att. 
Yet of my Chains I'm not ſo weary grown, 

+ But that I ſtill am putting others on. 
For Sin has always this attending Curſe, 
To back the firſt Tranſzrefſion with a worſe : 

This 


S, 
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This to my ſorrow, I too often find ! 

Yet no Experience warns my heedleſs mind. 
Thus Fice and Virtue do my Soul divide;”” 
Like a Ship toſt between the P/ind and Tide. 
Pleaſure, the Bawd to Vice, here draws me in, 
There, Grief, its Fellow'r, pulls me back'from $in : 
Yet Pleaſure oft comes-Conqueror from; the Field, 
WhilſtT to: Vice, inglorious Homage yield. FE 
Tho' Grief does ſtill with Vice in triumph ride, 
Plac'd, like a Slave by "that great Congs'ror's (ide. 
Thus: PFice and Virtme have alternate ſway, 

While 1; with endleſs labour, Both obey : 

And to increaſe my pains, as if too ſmall, 

Thy heavy band comes in the rear of | 

And with deep piercing ſtrokes corretly: me more 
For what was punifh'd in it ſelf before 
4) Souls i in Hell are ſcourg 1fa _ 


Canft thou; unkind | 

Canſt ewiichold, ard-nee£ | 
Look on, O fee if cauſleſs I ape ene v þ 
O hold thy Hand, and enktigr? my Pain. 


vo 


Aug, in Pal. XXXV1., 


1 ſuppoſe the World is called a Mill , becauſe it #5 
turn'd about oz. the Wheels of Time, and grinds 
and cruſhes my that moſt admire it, 


V. Remem:- 


Remember 7 beseech thee, that Hon hat 
made me as He (<day , and milt thou 


bring me mts aust agnne- Lob. 1.9 
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V. 


Remember , T beſeech thee, that thou haſt 
made me as the Clay, and wilt thou bring 
me into Duſt again? Job x. 9. 


AS Providence regard to things below > 
Or does it ſight what its not pleas'd to know >» 
That the great Awthey of this brittle Frame 
Forgets from what Originahit came? 


Ages, to Thee are b:t as yeſterday: 
And canſt thou, Lord, forget thy humble Clay ? 
Form'd with a touch, and quickened with a breath; 
1 one ſhort moment made, and doom'd to death. 
f thou haſt this forgot, receive from me 
The ſtrange relation of the Hiſtory. 
Vhen this great Fabrick of the World was rear'd, 
ud its Orie*nal Nothing aiſuppear 'd, 
Then, inghe cloſe of the Sixth buſie day, 
Thou with a glance didſt the whole Work ſurvey; 
ind pleas'd with that fair produtt of thy Powr, 
ondſt copyt ner again in Miniature 5 
| Then 


(23) 
Then was with all the Art of Heav'n defign'd, 
The mortal Image of th' immortal A45nd. | 
Bleſt Eden was the place which gave him Birth, 
And as he lightly leapt from Mother Earth, 
Pleas'd Heav'n and Nature ſmiling greet his riſe, 
And bid him welcome into Paradiſe. 
Hard by a filver Stream did gently pals, 
Stealing its ſecret Path along the Grals ; 
But ſoon its head-ſtrong Waves more fiercely hurl'd, 
To view the New-born Maſter of the World : 
Thence in four ſtreams to diſtant Regions ſtray, 
And bear the wondrous Tidings wide away. 
Here from a Lump of deſpicable Earth, 
Had Man (thelefs, but Nobler World) hs Birth, 
The Nobler, ſince in his ſmall Frame we view 
At once the World and its Creator too. 
But things of fineſt texture firſt decay, 
And Heav'ne great Maſter- picce is brittle Clay; 
Rain'd by that which does its worth advance, 
And daſh'd to pieces by the leaſt miſchance. 
, This frail, this tranſitory thing am I, 
Who only live, to learn the way to die: 
So ſoon ſhall Fate to its firft Matter turn, 
The curious Strutture of this living Urn. 
Th::s China-Veſlels, wrowght with Art and Pain, 
Are, without either, turn'd to Duſt again. 
Sacl; 


"RF 
Such is th uncertainty of humane ſtate, | 
Such the deſtruttive haſte of neceſſary Fate! © 
Why then, my God, does ſwift-pac'd Time betray, 
What of it ſelf's ſo ſubje& to decay > | 
All to the Grave, their Centre, freely bend, 
And thither, preſt with their own weight, deſcend ; 
Fate needs not any haſty vilence uſe, | 
To force a motion, which unurg'd they chaſe. 
Did I the Stars more temper'd matter ſhare, 
Till they firſt fell, I no decay ſhou'd fear : 
Or cou'd I like th'unbody'd Angels be, 
Like them, I'd triumph o'er Mortality. . 
But I, like/Inſeits, ſure, derive my Birth 
From ſome Plebeian, pmtrifying Earth, 
Why did not Heav'n an Iron temper grant, 
Or hew me from a Rock of Adamant > 
But how dare J with Heav'n expoſtulate,. , 
Or blame the frailty of my mortal ſtate > 
Nor oughtÞrowd Clay its Potter c'& upbraid, 
Nor ſcottis he that weak Veſſel which he has\made. 


Rupert. in Jerem. lib. 1. cap. 4. 


Dares the. unhappy Clay blaſpheme the fingers of its 
Potter ? How ſo! becauſe the Potter contratting * 
his fingers, and ſtriking the Veſſel with h15 whole 
hand, it is violently dajl”d to pieces. 
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T have Sinne? what Shall 7 do unto 
Hee, 0 thou prreserver of mon nhy 


ts mark agamS1hes 


T4 7 


_— 


G a A 2D &@. 2a kk wo 


(31) 


VI: 


I have ſinned, what ſhall I do unto thee, O 
thou Preſerver of Men? Why haſt thou 
' ſet me as a Mark againſt thee? Job vij.20. 


»TES juſt, nor will I longer hide my ſhame, 
But own my ſelf egregiouſly to blame: 

My Sins to ſuch a mighty ſumm amount, 

That hope of Pardon wou'd increaſe th' account ; 

And the black Car'logue of their unwip*®d ſcore, 

Calls for mote Plagues than Vengeance has in ſtore, 


I own it, Lord, nor juſt D:/bonowr fear ; 
Since pxblick Puniſhment I ought to bear. 
Here, at thy Feet, I humbly proſtrate bow, 
And beg my Sentence from thy Mouth to know. 
Shall my own Hand thy dread Revenge prevent, 
And make my felf my own fad Monwnen ? 
Shall I with Gifts thy loaden Altar crown, 
Or ſacrifice the Beaſt, my /e/f, thereon ? 
(Tho? ſure my Blood won'd that bleſt place prophane, 
And give what it fhou'd cleanſe a fonler ſtain.) 

All 


(32) 
All this, and more, it pollible to do, 
Wou'd fall far ſhort to pay the Debt I owe. 
But thou art not ſevere, nor hard to pleaſe, 
Whom Blood arld Slaughter only can appeaſe : 
Thy Sword thy conquer d Fee has often ſpard, 
And thence the beſt, the nobleſt Trophies rear'd. 
No tyrant Paſſion rages in thy Breaſt, 
But the meek Dove builds there her peaceful Neſt ; 
Kind Guardian of the World ! our Help, our Aid, 
To whom the Vows of all mankind are made : 
Who when thou wou'd(t thy height of anger ſhow, 
A ſudden Calm unbends thy threatning brow ; 
How kindly doſt thou raiſe the proſtrate Foe, 
With the ſame hand that ſhou'd have truck the blow > 


Wou'dſt thou permit—-- But oh!, what Eloquence 
Can with ſucceſs appear m my defence > 
Yet let me, Lord, plead for my elf, and Thee, 
Leſt ev'n thy Canſe, as mine, may mnjur'd be. 
Lord, I confeſs 1've ſinn'd, but not alone ; 
Wilt thou impute a common Grilt to One ? 
Thy bare-fac'd Rebels ſtill unpuniſh'd go, 
As if thou mindedſt nothing here below. 
Unplagu'd, ke other Men, the brutiſh Swine, 
Wallow ith' fowl exceſs of Liſt and Wine : 


(33) 
Yet doſt thou ſtop thy Arrows on the ſtring, 
Arreſt thy brandiſh'd Thwnder on the Wing ; 
Sheath thy red Sword, juſt lifted for the blow, 
And in its room mild Olive-branches ſhow. 
But ev'ry ſlip, each tnadvertencie, 
1s magnify'd toinſuff rable in me. 
1 am the Mark of ev'ry wounding ſtroke, 
As if T only did thy wrath provoke. 
This I confeſs, All 1, alas! can do: 
O hear my Pray r, with my Confeſſion too ! 
Accept the good Effets of 4» ill Caule, 
And Pardon Sin, that gains thee moſt applauſe. 
« Forgive me, Conqu'ror ! fince thou muſt confeſs, 
© Had I not Err'd, thy Glory had been les. 


Greg. in 9 cap. Job, lib. 8. cap. 23. 


Then God fets Man as 4 mark againſt him, when 
Han by inning has forſaken God : But our juſt 
Creator ſet him as a mark againſt him ; becauſe + 
he thought him hus Enemy by | 


& naughtineſs, 


VII. Wheres 


Wacrefore Audost thou (th 1 face . 
and holdest me for- Hine onimix. 
Tob. 1 '3- 3- ; 


P34. 


(35) 


VII. 


Wherefore hideft thon thy fate, and holdeſt 
me for thine enemy ? Job xii). 24. 


S't my gteat Error, or thy ſmall Reſpedt, 
That I am treated with this cold neg/ett ? 
I thought thy frowns were but diſſembled hear, 
And all thy threatriing looks an amoror cheat: 
As tender Mothers draw the Breaſt away, 
To urge their pretty: Innocents to play ; 
Or as the Nurſe ſeems to deny a Kits, 
To make the fonder ſuppliant ſeal the Bliſs : 
So I believe thou didſt abſcond, and flee 
Only to make me faſter tvllow thee. 
But now, (alas1) 'tis caref+ all, I find, 
And not pretended Anger, but defign'd : 
My kind Embrace you coldly entertain, 
As if we never ſhou'd be Friends again : 
And with ſich eager haſte my preſence ſhun, 
As Men from Monſters or Infettion run ; 
As if my looks wou'd turn you into Stone : 
Bt ferr not that, the works already done ; 
D 2 KY 
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(36) 


Some Magick ſure has petrifyd your heart. 

O let me know what Crime I muſt deplore, 

That lets me ſee your dear-lov'd Face no more ! 
Ah! why that Face muſt I no longer ſee, 

Which ne'er, till now, once lookt unkind on me F 
Sure you believe there's poyſon in my breath, 

Or that my Eyes dart unavoided Death. 

Prevent the danger with thy conqu'ring Eye, 
Unſhbeath its Rays, and let th? Offender die : 

Or elſe diſcharge a frown, and ſirike me dead, 

For more than Death 1 your Diſpleaſure dread. 

Your Eyes are all I wiſh, let them be mine, 

The S»n, unmiſt by me, may ceaſe to ſhine : 

Fair Cynthia's beautious Eyes, I can contemn, 
Tho all the Lamps of Night fetch Beams from them : 
Bur if, my Life, my Soul, thou Thine deny, 
Heart-broke, in darknefs and deſpair I dye, 

And if thy very Abſence cauſe ſuch pain, 

Gueſs what my Torment is to Love, but Love in vai»! 


Amb, 


(37) 


Amb. Apolop. pro David. 


If any of our Servants offend us, we are 
wont not to look upon them : If this be 
thought a puniſhment among Men, how 
much more with God ? for you ſee that 
God turned away his face from the Offer- 
ing of Cain. 
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VIII. 


O that my Head were W. aters , #nud mine 
Eyes a fountain of Tears, that I might 
weep Day and Night ! Jer. 1x. 1. 


H! that my Head were one vaſt fource of tears, 
With dubling freams as nurs'rousis my hairs ! 

My Face a Plain, which briny Floods ſhould drown, 
And ſcorning banks, come- proudly rolling down. 
That grief with inexhanſtible ſupplies, - ' + - 
Wou'd fillthe Cifterns of my flowing Eyes! 
Till the fierce torrents which thoſe ſprings impart 
Flr down my Breaſt, and ſtagnate round my Heart. 


Not all the tears the Royal P/almiſt ſhed, - - 
With which his Couch was wa/#'d; himſelf was fed 
Nor thoſe which once the weeping Mary pour'd, 

On the dear Feet of her forgiving Lord; 
Nor thoſe which drown'd the great ApefHe's Breaſt, 
Whoſe boaſted Zea! ſhrunk at th' affrighting Teſt ; 
Nor theſe, »or more than theſe, can er ſuffice, 
To cleanſe the ſtains of my Impicties, 

| D 4 Give 


> (49) 
Give me the undiſcover'd ſource of Ne, 
- That with ſev'n Streams o'erflows th' «Ag yptian Soil; 
Or, Noah ! let thy Deluge be renew'd, 
Till I am drown'd in the impetuous Flood ; 
Till Tow'rs, and Trees, and Hills appear no more ; 
All one vaſt Deſert Sea, without a Shore. 


O that theſe Fountains wou'd their conrſe begin, 
And flow us faſt as I made haſte to Sin | 
The weeping Limbecks never ſhou'd give er, 
Till their laſt drop had emptyd all their ſtore. 
Happy ye Fountains which for ever flow, 
Whoſe endleſs Streams no Drouth or Summer know. 
O that my Eyes had all the Drops which fell 


From this fair Spring, or that eternal Well ! 
How do I grudge the Clouds their envy d Rain ) 
How wiſh the boundleſs Treaſures of the Main 
Then ſhowd my Tears, like that, juſt motion keep, 
And I ſhowd take a ſtrange delight to weep : 

* Nor the ſwift current of my grief forbid, 
Till in the Waves this little World were hid; 
Hid, as the neighb'ring Valleys are oerſpread, 
When the warm Sun melts Pindzs ſnowy head. 
The great Aſſyrian, found in Jordan's Seas, 
A happy 41cd'cine for his foul Diſeaſe ; 


(41) 
But what kind Torrent will my Care begin, 
And cleanſe my filthier Leproſie of Sin ? 


See | from my Saviour's ſide a ſtream of Blood!_ 
Tl bath my ſelf in that Redeeming Flood : 4 
That healing Torrent was « purpoſe fpilt, * 
To waſh my ſtains, and exflate all my guilt. | 
That ever-flowing Ocean will ſuffice 
For the defett of my exhauſted Eyes. 


Hieron. in Jerem. cap. 9. 


If I were all diſſolu*d to Tears, and thoſe not 
only forme tew drops, but ax Ocean or 4 
Deluge, I ſpould never weep enough. _ 


over took 


Fs. I FRE 
WF, 1 SN 
S (7 _ 
4) v LO 


moe (Pal: 18 4 


me, the Snares 


% 

$ 

Q ez 
W 6 
*yJ 

Y 

ID 

%. 
'Y 

& 

5 
>. 


IX. 


The pains of Hell came about me + the fuares 
of Death overtook me, Plal. xviij. 4. 


'Hile in this fad diſtreſs my ſelf I view, 

Methinks I make that Heathen Fable true; 
Of him whoſe bleeding mangled Carcaſs lay, 
To his own. Hounds exposd a helpleſs prey. 
Long I the pleaſures of the Food purſu'd, 
Tull, like its Beaſts, my ſelf grew wild and rude; 
I hop'd with Hwnting to divert my care, | 
But almoſt fell my {elf into the ſnare. 


Yet to thoſe Woods ( alas!) I did not go, 
Whoſe inn'cent Sports give health and pleaſure too. 
1 ſpread no Toils to take the tim rous Deer, 

Nor aim'd my Javlin at the rugged Bear. 

Happy, had I my time ſo well imployd, 

Nor had I been by my own Game deftroy'd : 

I had not then miſ-ſpent my yourhful days, 
Nor torn my fleſh among ſharp thorny ways. 


(44) 

ButI (alas!) till ply'd the ſparkling ine; 
| That poys'nous Juice of the pernicious Vine ; 

And this expos'd me to Loves fatal Dart, 
The falſe betray'r of my unguarded heart : 
Thou Love, haſt thy ſly Nets, and ſubtle charms ; 
Nor are thy Bow and Dart thy only Arms. 
And treacherous Wine does fatal weapons bear ; 
The Glaſs is more deſtrudtive than the Spear. 
Thus Sampſon, by his Dalila betray'd, 
Was Hers, and then his Ex'mies Captive made : 
Thus, when too freely Noah had us the Vine, 
| He who eſcap'd the Flood, lay drown'd in Wine. 


Thus Love, by me purſu'd (alas!) too faſt, 
Sezz'd my loſt Soul, and prey'd on me at laſt ; 
Within whoſe cloſe incircling Toils beſer, 

I ſcem'd a Beaſt juſt fall'n into the Net : 
Deſtroy'd by what my inclination ſought, 

As Birds by their frequented Lime-twigs caught ; 
For Death around, its ſubtle Nets does ſpread, 
Fine as the texture of the Spiders Web : 

And as peraxe that watchful Robber les, 

His buzzing prey the better to ſurprize ; 

But, taught by motion when the booty's nigh, 
Leaps out, and ſeizes the entangled Fly : 


(45) 
Or as a Fowler, with his hidden Snare; 
Contrives tentrap the Racers of the Air ; 

While to conceal and farther the deceit, 

He ſtrows the ground with his deſtrutive meat ; 
And faſtens Birds of the ſame kind, to ſing, 

And weakly flutter on their captive wing : 

So Death the Wretch into his Snare decoys, 

And with pretended happineſs deſtroys : 
Above the Nets we think a leap to take, 
But head-long drop into th' infernal Lake. 


Amb. lib. 4. in cap. 4. Lucz. 
The reward of Honours, the height of Power, the deli- 


ſnares of the Devil. 


Idem, de bono mortis. 


Whilſt thou ſeekeſt Pleaſures, thon runneſt intoSnares ; 
for the & of the Harlot is the Snare of the As» 


aulterer. 


X. Extey 


cacy of Diet, and the beauty of an Harlet, are the 
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Enter not into Tudgment with thy Servant, 
0: Lord, Pſal. cxlijy. 2. 


*HE Maſter's gains to a ſmall ſum amount, 
Thar calls his Servant to a ftrift account ; 
And tho' the Servant has not wrong his truſt, 
Where's the applauſe of being only Jaſ# ? | 
Vainly the Maſter does a Swit begin, | 
To gain a Vit'ry he muſt bluſh to win : | 
And if ma over guilty made, no doubt 

I muſt go: ſeek ſome other Maſter out. 

Believe me, - Lord, to be” ſevere with me, 

Will wrong thee more than' 2 offending thee. 

Iam ſo much too mean for thy regard, 

Twill lefſen thee to mind how I have err'd. 

What! muſt thy Regiſtries the pleadings ſhow, 
Swoln with the Hiſtry of my overthrow ? 

Or can I hope my Canſe ſhou'd Thine out-do, 
Where Thou fit'ſt F-dge, that art the Plantsff too ? 
What Eloquence can plead with ſuch ſucceſs, 

To free the wretch that does his debt confeſs ? 

| Alas! 


(48) 

Alas! what Advocate beſt read in Laws, 
Can weaken Thine, or re- inforce my Cauſe ? 
Ah ! not too ſtriftly my Accounts ſurvey, 
Nor for Abatements let me vainly pray. 
Both Heav'n and Earth thy boundleſs Mercy know, 
To Pardon, eaſie;, and to Puniſh, flow: 
Ev'n when our Crimes pull thy juſt Vengeance down, 
"Tis rather grief, than anger, makes thee frown : 
And when thou doſt our Puniſhment decree, 
Thou ſeeſt our ſtripes with more concern than we 
And doſt chaſtiſe us at ſo mild a rate, 
That what we bear, we ſcarce wou'd deprecate: 
And tho' our ſelves we had the Judges been, 
We hardly ſhou'd have lightlier touch't our Sin. 
But tho' this Charatter is All thy due, 
Let me thy lighteſt Cenſures undergo; 
For tho' thy Afercy does no limits know, 
Thy F«ſtice muſt have ſatrsfattion too. 
Theſe Attributes in equal ballance lye, 
And neither muſt the others Right deny. 
No melting Paſſion can affect thy breaſc, 
Nor ſoft intreaties charm thy hand to reſt : 
Nor baffled Eloquence dares here engage, 
But wants it ſelf ſome happier Patronage. 
No Fee, no Bribe, no Trick in all the Laws, 
Can eer prevail to carry ſuch a Cauſe. 

'Tis 


"iS 


Y (49) 


Tis vain with Thee, Lord,- to commence a Suit, 


Whoſe awful preſence ſtrikes all Pleaders mute. 
No other Judge o terrible can be, 

To make me fear his ftrifteft ſcrntinie ; 

But Thy Tribunal, Lord, with dread I view, 
Where thou art Plaintiff, Fudge, and Fitneſs too : 
Where, when my Sentence from Thy mouth is come, 
No Plea can urge Thee to reverſe the Doom. 
How this dread place augments the Guilty's fear, 
Where ſo much awe and gravity appear ! 

Ev'n He whoſe Reas'ning did this T7ath aſlert, 
And ſhot a trembling into Felix Heart ; 
Whodid not. his cw# Fudement Seat decline, 
Cou'd without trembling never think of Thixe. 
And Wiſdow's famous Oracle denies 

The pureſt Soul unblemiſh'd in Thy Eyes ; 
Whoſe pious Father ( after thine own heart ) 
Declares Thy Wrath the beſt of Man's deſert. 
And Job afſures us, that the Stars, whoſe Light 
Chears with kind infl'ence our admiring fight ; 
Tho' glorious all in our dim Eyecsthey ſhine, 
Are only ſmall Opacoxs Orbs in thine. 


How then can weaker Beams ſupport that weight, 
Which ſhook theſe Pillars with (uch ſtrange affright > 
Or how can humble Hyſſop keep its Wall, | 
When Libanss's ſtatelieſt Cedars fall > 


E When 


(50) 
When I behold my large unblotted ſtore, 
And think what Plagues thy Vengeance has in ſtore ; 
le icy horror chills my freezing blood, 
nd ſtops the ative motion of its flood. 


As ſome pale Captive, when condemn'd to death, 
Loath to refign, ev'n his laſt gaſpof breath, 
Beholds, with an intent and ſteday eye, 

The dreadful Inſtrument of Fate rais d high : 

Tet ſtill unwilling from this World to go, 

Shuns with a ſtart the diſappointed blow : 

So, when I ſee thy Book, in which are writ 

All the black Crimes I raſhly did commit, 
Amaz'd, I fly thy Bar; 
For how can Sinners that ſtrift place abide, 
Where ev'n the Righteors ſcarce are juſtify'd ? 


Ee; 


d. | 


(51) 


Bernard. Serm. 6. ſuper, Beati quz, &c. 


What can be thought ſo fearful, what ſo full 
of trouble and anxiety, as to ſtand to 
be judged at ſuch a Tribunal, and to ex- 
pett an uncertain Sentence from ſuch 4 


wage ? TS 
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Let not He water-thed dronn me 
nother lot the deem $1 all mo u}. 


Pal. 69. 1G. 


C57. 


Let not the water-flood drown me : neither let 
the deep ſwallow me up, Pal. Ixix. 16. 


Uconſtant motion of the reſtleſs Se4, (yy! 
Whoſe treach'rows Waves the Sailors hopes be- 

So calm ſometimes, ſo ſhining they appear, 
No poliſh'd Chryſtal is more ſmooth or clear. - 
Sometimes they ſeem ſtill as a ſtanding Lake, 
Whoſe modeſt Pools no ſtir, or motion make. 
Sometimes the Waves, rais'd by a gentle breeze, 
Curl their green heads, the wand'ring fight to pleaſe; 
Then, in ſoft meaſures, round the Veſlels dance, 
And to the Muſick of their Shrouds advance. 
While thou, kind Sea, their burthen doſt ſuſtain, 
Ev'n while their beaks plough furrews on-the Main : 
Safe on thy yielding back each Veſſel rides, + 
Tho its rude Oars laſh to a foam thy ſides. 
The groaning Earth ſcarce weightier burthens feels 
From heavy loaden Carts with i'rn-bound wheels: 
And that none may ſuſpe& thou wilt betray, 
Thy chryſtal Waves their rocky breaſts diſplay, 
FE 3 AS 


(54) 
As if no treachry cou'd be harbour'd there, 
Where ſuch fair ſhows of honeſty appear. 


But when the Anchor's weigh'd, the Sails atrip, 
And a kind gale bears on the floating Ship, 
' Soon as the Land can be perceiv'd no more, 
And all relief is diſtant as the ſhoar, 
Then the rough Winds their boiſt'rous guſts diſcharge, 
And all at once affault the helpleſs Barge. 
Juſt as the furious Lybian Lions rave, 
When eager to devour a Sentenc'd Slave ; 
Or 3s a crew of ſturdy Thieves prepare 
To ſeize and plunder ſome lone Traveller ; 
Then the inſulting Billows praudly riſe, 
And menace, with their lofty tops, the Skies - 
Whilſt the diſcolour'd Waters hide their head, 
So much th' approaching Tempeſt's rage they dread. 
And when each jarring Wind inſults and raves, 
And altogether hover o'er the Waves ; 
Short broken Seas ev'n from themſelves are torn, 
And different ways each crowding Billow born. 
[All black below, above all foamy-white ; 
A horrid darkneſs mixt with dreadful Light ; 
Here long, long Hills, roll far, and wide away ; 
There abrupt Vales fright back th intruding Day. ] 


Hers 


| - 043 
Here a vaſt Gulph of Ruin opens wide, 
And the Ship's ſwallowed in the rapid Tide : 
Or if born on a Tenth unlucky Wave, 
The breaking bubble proves its watry Grave. 
Thus the falſe Ocean treach'roully beguiles, 
And thus in frowns end its deceitful ſmiles. 


Burt I ſuſpetted not th' unfaithful Main, 
Nor did of its inconſtancy complain ; 
I ne'er the fury of the Winds did blame, 
Nor on the Tempeſt; boiſterous rage exclaim ; 
( Which twiſts the ſurly Billows, till they riſe, 
- And foaming-mad, attack the lowring Skies ; ) 
Nor curſt the hardy wretch that led the way, 
And taught the World to periſh in the Sea. 
My Veſſel ne'er lanch'd from my native ſhoar, 
Nor did the Navigator's Art explore. 
I ttudy'd not the Chard, nor gave my mind 
To learn to tack and catch the veering Wind. 
Too ſoon theſe Artiſts of their Skill repent, 
And periſh by the Arts they did invent. 
My Life's the Sex, whoſe treach'ry I declare, 
My /elf the Veſſel toſs'd and Shipwrack'd there : 
All the loud Storms of the inſulting Find, 
Arereſtleſs Paſſions of my troubled A4n4. 


E 4 | Thus 


(56) 
Thus harraſt in this fAluftuating State, 
I paſs thro' ſtrange YViciſitudes of Fate. 


| Deceitful Life !- whoſe falſe ſerenity 
Chang'd in a moment, ends in miſery ! 
Thou want'ſt no ſweet allwrements to betray ; 
Thy Beauty ever charming, ever gay ; 
While Love and Luſt wrack the diſtratted mind, 
No dang'rous Sands, no Rocks, or Shores we find: 
But when a Tide of Crimes breaks firecely in, 
And beats the Soul on fatal Shelves of Sir ; 
Then, ah teo late! the diſmal Gulph it ſpies, 
In which 'tis plung'd, and ſunk by treach'rous Vice. 


Oh ! that, at leaſt like wretched drowning Men, 
Theſe ſinking Soils wou'd riſe and float agen ! 
That, while their groſler parts do downward move, 
Their pure Devotion wou'd remain above ! 
Bur, juſt as men to whom the Earths gaping Womb 
Becomes at once theit 1fzrth'rer and their Tomb ; 
Or as the wretch beneath ſome falling Rock, 
Alt once # kill'd aud bury d with the ſtroke : 
Or thoſe to whom deceitful Ice gives way, 
In vain wou'd riſe agen to diſtant day : 
So fare the men by Sins ſwift current born, 
Thoughtlefs of Heav'n, by Heav'n th' are left forlom. 
| S6e2 


(57) 

See, Lord, how I with 7ind and Tiat engage, 
While on each hand unequal War they wage! 
See how my head is bow'd unto the Grave, 
While Iam forc'd to court the drowning Wave ! 
Seeſt thou my Soul loſt in a double Death, 
And wilt thou not reprive my flitting breath? 
Brhold, O Lord ! behold, and pity me, 

And leave me not to periſh in the Sea: 
O hold me up by thy Almighty hand, 
AndI ſhall quickly reach the wiſh'd-for Land. 


Be thou my Pylor, and my Motion guide, 
Then I ſhall ſwim: in ſpight of Find and Tide. 


Ambroſ. Apolog. pro David. cap. 3. 


The multitude of our. Luſts _— a mighty Tempeſt, 
which ſo toſſes them that fail in the Ocean of the 
Body, that the Aſind cannot be its own Pylot. 


Oh! HAatBou roulthhide me m the 
Grave! Hat thou noultt keep me Je: 
cret unhll thy wrath nas 7b. 14-13 


Ra 


(59) 


X11. 


0h, that thou would" ft hide me in the Grave ! 
that thow would'ſt keep me ſecret, until thy 
wrath be paſt ! Job xiv. 13. 


H O, who will grant me a ſecure retreat, 
Where I may ſhun thy furies ſcorching heat ? 
Whoſe piercing flames whene'er I call to mind, 

[ fear I can no ſafe concealment find : 

Then I deſire the covert of the ood ( Food: | 
And Caves, whence Beaſts are rang'd to ſeek their 
Thenin Earth's Womb wou'd hide my fearful head, 
Or in ſome Sea-worn Rock compoſe my Bed : 

In hilly Caverys then my ſelf I'd fave, 

Or fly for refuge to the filent Grave : 

| Or far remote from the fair Orbs of Light, 

| Wou'd in thick Darke dwell, and endleſs Night. 


When the loud Thunder roulsalong the Sky, 
Men to the Lawrels ſhelter trembling fly : 

In vain (alas!) they hope Proteftion thence, 

| The helpleſs Tree proves not its own Defence ; 
Much 
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( 60 ): 


. Mach leſs can that a place of Refuge be 


From ay all-ſeeine angry Deity. 


Thy Eyes the cloſeſt So/itrdes invade, 

And pierce and pry into the darkeſt Shade. 

The Wretch who took his Ruine from a Tree, 

In vain with Zeaves wouw'd hide his ſhame from Thee: 

For while to ſhun thy preſence he aſſay'd, 

Evn his abſconding hisoffence betray'd. 

In van (alas!) to Caves and Dens we run, 

We carry with us what we cannot ſhun. 

The Den that did the Hebrew Captive ſave, 

When He was freed, prov'd his Accuſers Grave: 

Nor was Zot's Inceſt hidden in his Cave. 

As much in vain we court the Earths dark Womb, 

And fly for ſhelter to the filent Tomb : 

Vengeance, ev'n thither, will our flight purſue, 

And riſe to puniſh thoſe black ills we doe. 

Thus vainly Cain ſtopt righteous Abe/'s Breath, 

T he mouth of blood was opened by his Death. 

As vainly Jonas in the Sea conceal d 

His faithleſ5 flight, ev'n by the Sea reveal'd : 

His {:ving Tomb obey'd Heav ns great command, 

And caft him back to the forſaken Land. - 

A briitle Faith is all the glaſſy Sea can boaſt (moſt. 

Tranſparent Waves betray what they ſhou'd cover 
| Nor 


(st) 
Nor can we hope concealment in a Tomb, 
That caſts our bones from its o'er-burthen'd Womb. 
In Rocks and Caves we muſt no truſt repoſe, 
For their own ſound the ſecret will diſcloſe. 
And leaves, and Trees themſelves, alike will fade, 
And then expoſe what they were meant to ſhade. 
Nor Sea, nor Land, not Cave, nor Den, nor Wood, 
Nor Stars, nor Heav's it ſelf can do me good: 
Thox, Lord, alone canſt hide my fearful head, 
Where I no YVeng ance, nor ev'n Thixe, can dread. 
Whilſt Thy kind Hand afide thy Thunder lays, 
Srretch'd out, difarm'd, 4 ſuppliant Wretch to raiſe. 


Amb. in Jerem. cap. 9. 


Whither, O Adam ! have thy Tranſereſſions led thee, 
that thow ſhunn'ſt thy God, whom _— thou 
ſoueht't ? That Feax betrays thy Crime, that Flight 
chy Prevarication. | 
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Are not my days fow, ceate Hen | 


"""Y 


Ta - 


Are not my days few ? Ceaſe then, and let me 
alone, that I may bewail my ſelf a little. 
Job. x. 20. 


UST a few minutes added to my days 
Be thought a favour paſſing thanks or praiſe ? 
Ages, indeed, might well deſerve that name, 
And render my Ingratitzde to blame : 
But,. the increaſe of a few days to come, 
How little adds it to the ſlender ſum ? 
As well the fant that but treads the Stage, 
Is faid to leave it 5 4 good old Age. 
As well poor Inſet; may be ſaid to live, 
To whom their Birth-day does their Far'ral give. 


So fading Flow'rs their haſty minutes count, 
Whoſe longeſt Life ſcarce to one day amount. 
Flow'rs, in themorning Boys, at noon-tide Men, 
Art night, with age, feeble as Boys agen. 

Thus in one ſhort-liv'd day they bloom and die, 
Andall the diff rence of ewr Ages try. 


Wou'd 


(64) 
Wou'd Time's o'er-haſty Wheels their Motion ſtay, 
And the ſwift hours not poſt ſo ſwift away, 
The I»ſe&#s then might lengthen too their Sog, 
And the Flow'rs boaſt their day had been ſo long. 
But Time isever haſtning to be gone, 
And, likea Stream, the Tear glides ſwiftly on. 
Succeſſive Months clolcly each other trace, 
And meet the Sr along his an:wal race, ak 
While ſhort-liv'd Days, then either, march a ſwifter 
Fhe harneſt howys are preſſing torward hill, 
And, ence gone ty, areirretrievdble. 
* Thus envious Time loves on :7 /e!f to prey, 
« And ſtill thro' its own Entratils eats its way. 
Its felt purſues, it iclt it ever flies, 
And or it ſelf it ever lives and ates. 
So waſting Lamps by their own flames expire, 
And kindle at themſelves their Fun'ral fire. 
Thus it; own corr/e the circling Tear purſues, 
Tull like the 777ec!s on which 'tis mov'dit grows. 


Thus Truth the Axcients weightily expreſt, 
Who madethe Father on his Off-ipring feaſt : 
For Time on Months and Tears, its Children, feeds, 
And kills with motion, what its motion breeds. 
Hoxrs waſte their Days,the Days their Months conſume, 
And therapacious Months their Tears entomb. 


Thus 
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(65) 
Thus Years, Months, Days, and Howrs, ſtill keep their 
Till all in vaſt Eternity are drown'd. (round, 


Then, Lord, allow my grief fome little ſpace, 
To mourn the ſhortneſs of my haſty race : 
I wiſh not time for /axghter; if I did, 
My c:rcamſtanoes and the place forbid. 
All I defire, is time ſor grief and tears, 
Let that beall th' addition to my years : 
Which, tho' but ſhort, yet have been full of.ſm, 
More than my time was to repent it in. 
Yet if thou grant'{t me ſome few minutes more, 
They'll make amends for my ſhort days before. 
Come then, My cruel Hands, and without reſt 
Or pity, beat my hard, my ſenceleſs Breaſt ! 
Drop then, my eyes, you cannot flow too faſt ; 
While you delay, what precious timeis paſt > 
'Tis done! my tears have a prevailing force, 
And Heav'n appeas'd, now ſtop their eager courle. 


{ 


Hieron. ad Paulam, Epiſt. 12. 
iPhen man firſt ſinwd, he chang'd Eternity for Mer- 


tality, Nine hundred years, or thereabouts : But fin 
increaſing by degaees, Mans life was contratted to 4 
very ſhort ſpace. 
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| On /thatticy were welt, Hat Her under: 
Stood this that (Her would conn 
Herr latter en. Dent. 33-29- 
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(67) 


XIV. 


Oh! that thty were wiſe, that they under- 
ſtood this, that they would confi er their 
latter end, Deut. xxX1). 29. 


Hame on beſotted man, whoſe baſed mind 
Is to all dangers, but the preſent, blind! 
Whoſe thoughts are all imploy'd on mi/chizfs near, 
But ilis remote, never fare-ſee, or fear, 
The Soldier is prepar'd before th' alarm, 
The Signal giv'n 'twou'd be too late to arm. 
The Pet's fore-ſight waits each diſtanr blaſt, 
And loſes no advantage in his haſte. 
Th' induſtrious Hir4 manures and fows the Field, 
Which he expects a plenteous Crop ſhould yield : 
The lab'ring Ant in Summer ſtores at home 
Proviſion e're old Ace and Winter come. 
But, oh! what means Man's ſtupid negligence, 
That of the fwtwre has no care or ſence? 
[Does he expe&t E ternity below, 
A life that ſhall no alteration know 2 
| He's much abus'd; inevitable Dearh, 


Tho' i it delays, will one day ſtop his breath : 
F 2 Vain 
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(68) 
Vain are the hopes the firmeſt Leagues produce, 
That Tyrant keeps no Faith, regards no Trace: 
He does not to the Peace he makes incline, 
To take advantage in his whole deſign : 


To him Alliance 1s an empty name, : 


He does all i»t'reſts, but hs own, diſclaim. 

Sooner the Ice or Snow ſhall mix with Flame ; 
Sooner the faithleſs Winds and Waves agree. 

And night and Day, and Lambs for ſafety flee 6 
Tobloody wolves,then that make Peace with Thee: 
Fiercely the greedy ſpoiler ſtrikes at all, 

A prey for his inſatiate Jaws too ſmall : 

He tears ev'n tender Infants from the breaſt, 

And wraps them in a Shrowd, ere for the Cradle dreſt. «| 
Nor Sex nor Age the grim Deſtroyer ſpares, 

Unmov'd alike by Ianocence and Tears. 

Here ſprightly Youth, there hoary bending Age 

Sweet Boys, and blooming Virgins glutt his Rage. 

Like common Soldiers, chief Commanders die, 

And like Commanders, common Soldiers lie. 

No ſhining Duſt appears in Creſ#'s Urn, 

Tho' all he touch'd he ſeem'd to Gold to turn. 

Nor boaſts fair Rache/'s face that Beauty here, 

For which the Patriarch ſerv'd his twice-ſev'n rf 

And never thought the pleaſing Purchaſe dear. 


(69) 
Ev Dives here from Laz'rus is not knows, 
For now One's Purple, th' Others Rags are gone. 
Each has no Manſion but his #arrow Cell, 
Equal in colour and alike in ſmell, 
Why then ſhou'd man of ſuch vain Treaſure boaſt, 
So difficultly gain'd ſo quickly loft ? 
For, /ate or early, all reſign their breath, 
And bend, pale Vifttims to their Conquror Death: 
Each Sex, each Age, Profeſſion, and Degree, 
Moves tow'rds this Centre of Humanity. 


But did they not a farther Journey go, 
And that to die were all they had to do; 
{| Cou'd but their Sox/s diſſolve as faſt away, 
As their corrupting Carcaſſes decay ; 
They'd cover Death to end their preſent cares, 
And for prevention of their future fears : 
They'd to the Grave, as an Aſlam ran, 
And cowrt the ſtroke which now they wiſh to ſown : 
But Death (alas!) ends not their miſcries, 
The Soul's immortal, tho' the Body dies. 
Which, ſoon as from its Pris'n of Clay enlarg'd, 
At Heav'ns Tribunal's ſentenc'd or diſcharg'd. 
Before an awful Pow'r, jſ# and ſevere, 
Round whoſe bright head conſuming flames appear ; 
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(70) 

The ſhackled Captive, dazled at his fight, 

DejeRted ſtands, and ſhakes with wild affright. 

While, with ſtri&t ſcrutiny, the Judge ſurveys 

Its heart, and cloſe impieties diſplays. 

The wretch convited, does its guilt confeſs, 

Nor hopes for mercy, for concealment lels ; 

While He, th' Accuſer, Fudge, and Witneſs too, 
. Damns it to an Eternity of woe ; 

Where, ſince no hope of an Appeal appears, 

'Twou'd fain diſſolve and drown it ſelf in tears. 


What terrors then ſeize the forſaken Soul, 
That finds no Patron for a Caſe fo foul > 
Then it implores ſome Monnt ain to prevent, 
By a kind cruſh, its ſhame and punifhment. 


O wretched Soxl, juſt Fudge, hard Sentence too ! 
What harden'd wretch dares fin, that thinks on Tow ? 
Yer here, (alas!) ends not the fatal grief, 

There is another Death, another Lite. 

A Life as boundleſs as Eternity; 

A Death whence ſhall no Reſurrettiog be. 

What He//of Torments ſhall in 7h: be found > 

With what a Heav'n of Joys ſhall That abound» 

Here rich czleftial NeQtar treats the Soul ; 

There Fireand Brimſtone crowns the flaming Bow! - 
That, 


(71) 

» 

That, fil'd with Muſick of th' Angelick Quire, © 
Shall each bleſt Soul with Extafies inſpire; 

While Thzs difturb'd, at ev'ry hideous yell, 

Shall in the Damn'd raiſe a new dread of Hell : 
That knows no ſharp excels of cola or heat, 
In The the wretches always freeſe or ſweat. 
There reign Eternal Reſt, and ſoft Repoſe ; 

Here, painful toil no end or meaſure knows. 

That, void of grief, does'noughr afflictive ſee; 
This, till diſturb'd, from troubles never free. 

O happy Life! O vaſt unequall'd Bliſs ! 

O Death accurs'd! O endleſs Miſeries !: . 

For that or this muſt be the doubtfull caff, 

Nor may we throw agen when once 'tis paſt, 
Be wiſe then, Man, nor will thy care be vain, 

To ſhun the M52, and the Bliſs obtains * win 
Give Heav'n thy Heart, if tho its Crows wou'dft 


Aug. Soliloq. cap. 3 


What more lamentable and more dreadful can be 
thought of, than that terrible Sentence, Go? What 
mere delightful, than that pleaſing Invitation , 
Come > They are two words, of whici nothing can 
be heard more affrighting than the One, nothing 
more rejoycing than the Other. 
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XV. 


My life is waxep old with heavineſs, and my 
years with mourning, Pal: 31. 11. 


Hat lowring Star rul'd my wunhappy Birth, 
And baniſh'd thenceall days of eaſe & wirth ? 
While expeQtation ſtill deludes my mind, | 
Pleas'd with vain hope ſome ſmiling how to find : 
But ſtill that ſmiling howr forbears to come, | 
And ſengls a row of Mourners in its room. 
I hop'd alternate courſes in each day, 
And that the fox/ to fairer wou'd give way : 
And as the Sun diſpels the Clouds of Night, 
When he to Heav'n reftpres his welcom Light; 
Or as the Moons kind inflence brings again 
The rifing motion of the low-ebb'd Main; 
So I, with unſuccesful Awgery, 
Preſag'd things ſo as I wow'd have them be : 
But, oh! my grief exceeds in /ength and ſun 
The Widow's Tribnte at her Husband's Tomb : 
She, when the Aythor ofher Joy is gone. 
Is twice-ſix months confin'd to mourn alone ; 
Yet 


| (74) 
Yet the laſt half ſhe does not, as before; 

Hide her ſmooth Fore-head in a cloſe Bendore. 
But all my years are in deep mourning ſpent, 
There's nota month, not one ſhort day exempt. 
Norules give boxnds or meaſure to my woes, 


But ther increaſe, like the feign'd Hydra's grows. 


My life ſomuchin fighs and tears is ſpent, 
It minds that leaft, for which 'twas chiefly meant. 


'Tis true, Storms often make the Ocean ſwell ; 
But the moſt wiolent are ſhorteſt ſtill ; 
For when with eager fury they engage, 
They loſe themſelves in their exceſs of rage. 


And when their Winter-blaſts diſrobe the Wood, 


Their Summer-4irs make all the treſpaſs good : 
If the rough North doth his black wings diſplay 
Whenonce he's gone, far lovelier grows the Day. 
But grief does all my hapleſs years imploy, 
Nor gratitsme one Parentheſis of Joy. 

My Muſick is in /jghs and groan: expreſt, 

With my own hands extorted from my breaſt : 
Thrs ſad diverſion is my ſole delight, 

My Muſick this by Day, my Song by Night. 
How oft” have ſighs, while I my words confin'd, 
Broke Priſon, and betray'd my troubled mind > 


How 


Sac 


OW 


(75) 
How oft' have I mm tearsconfum'd the day; 
And in complaints paſs'd the long night away » 
Oft' you, my Friends, did my wild Griefs condemn» 
AndI as oft aſlay'd to ſtifle them : 
Ler looſe therems to mirth, you always cry'd ; 
To loſe the reins, ( alas!) in vain I try'd: 
For when with laughter a ſigh ſuppreſt, 
It raisd a fatal confli& in my breaſt ; 
And if I wiſh for ſleep to cloſe my eyes, 
Still a freſh ſhow'r that envy'd bliſs denies ; 
Then if I top its courſe, impetuous grown, 
Twill force its way, and bear the Sluces down. 
Each Brook, whoſe ſtream my tears have made toriſe; 
Each ſhady Grove, fill'd with my mournful cries; 
Each lonely Vale, and ev'ry conſcious Hill, 
The kind repeaters of my ſorrows ſtill ; 
Theſe know the troubles which I wiſh'd conceal'd 
Were by loud throbbings of my heart reveal'd ; 
From ſenceleſs Woods my Sorrows pitty found, 
The Ecchoes oft” repeat the mournfull ſound. 
My ſecret moans they vented o're again ; 
By turns we wept, and did by turns complain. 


So, mov'd by 'her Siſter's lamentable Note, 
Sad Philomel unlocks her mournful throat, 


(76) 


As if the emPous Rivals were at ſtrife 
Whoſe tongue ſhou'd beſt expreſs the height of grief. 
The widow'd Turtle fo bewails her Mate, 

With grief analterable, as his Fate. 


And ſo the Stars have my fad life defign'd, 
That not one minute ſhou'd be fair or kind. 


And that my ſorrows may not find relief, 


By wanting new occaſions for my grief, 


'Tis their decree, That,as my Infant-breath 


Began with fighs, fo I ſhou'd ſigh to death. 


Chryſoſt, 


| 


(77) 


Chryſoſt. in Pal. 115. 


Onght we not worthily to. lament, who 
are in a ſirange Country, and ba- 
niſh'd to a Climate remote foo our 
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DESIRES 


OF THE 


RELIGIOUS SOUL. 
B OO K the Second. 


I. 


My ſoul breaketh out for the wery fervent de- 


fire that it hath always unto thy TJuag- 
ments, Plal. Cxix. 20. 


Hile Hearn and Earth ſohciteme to love, 

V ' My doubtful choice is puzzel'd w® rapprovet 
Heav'n cries, obey, while Earth proclaims, be free : 
Heav'n urges d#ty, Earth pleads /iberty. 

Call'd hence by Heav/n, by Earth I'm call'd again, 
Taff, like a Veſſtlon the reſtleſs Main : 
Theſe diffrent Loves a doubtful Combat wage, 
And thus obſtratt the choice they wou'd engage. 
Ah! tis enough ; let my long-harraſt mind 
In the beſt choice a quiet Haven find ! 
O my dear God ! Let not my Soul incline 
To any Love, or let that Love be thine ! 
'Tis 


(8) 
"Tis true, 'tis pleaſant to be free to chaſe, 
And when we will, accept ; when not, refuſe. 
Freedom of choice endures reſtraznt but 1ll ; 
"Tis »ſarpation on th' unbounded will. 
The neighing Steed Thus, loos'd from Bite, and rein 
To his lov'd, well-known paſture runs again. 
Thus the glad Ox, from the ploughs burthen freed, 
Runs lowing on to wanton in the Mead : 
And when the Hind their freedom wou'd revoke, 
This ſcorns his Harneſs, That defies the Toak. 
For freedom in our choice we count a bliſs; 
Eager to chxſe, tho' oft we chuſe amiſs. 
So the young Prodigal, impatient grown 
To manage his entire Eſftate alone, 
Takes from his prudent Father's frugal care 
Hes Stock , by that improv'd and thriving there: 
But his own Steward made, with eager haſte 
He does the ſlow-gaind Patrimony waſte, 
Till tarvd by Riot, and with Want oppreſst, 
He feeds with Swine, himſelf the greater Beaſt. 
'Thus m Deſtr«#t:on often we rejoice, 
Pleas'd with our r«in, fince it was our choice. 
How do we weary Heav'n with diff rent Pray'rs! 
The medly, ſure, ridiculous appears. 
This begs a Wife, nor thinks a greater bliſs; 
And that's as earneſt to be rid of his : 


". This 


(8r) 
This prays for Children ; That &er-ſtock'd, repines 
At the too fruitful Iſſue of his Loins. 
This asks his Father's days may be prolongd ; 
ThA4t, if his Father /ives, complains he's wrong'd : 
Youth prays for good old Age, antl aged Men 
Wou'd caſf their Skins, and fain grow young agen. 
Scarce in Ten thouſand any Two agree ; 
Nay, ſome diſiike what they juſt wi/#'d ro be. 
None knows this minute what he ought require, 
Since ev'n the next begets a new deſire. 
So Women pine with various Longing-fits, 
When breeding has deprav'd their Appetites ; 
The humorſom impertinent Diſeaſe 
Makes that which p/cas'd them moſt, as much diſplea/ſe, 
Oh! why, like them, grown reſtleſs with defire, 
Do my vain thoughts to boundleſs hopes afpire > 
Be gone falſe hopes, vain wiſhes, anxious fears ! 
Hence, you diſturbers of my peaceful years ! 
O my dear God ! let nat my Soul incline 
To any Love, or let that Love be thine! 


Aug. Solilog. cap. 12. 
Allure, O Lord, my defires with that ſweetneſs which 
thou haſt laid np for them that fear thee, that I 
,may deſire thee with eternal longings ; leſt the in- 
ward reliſh, being deceived, may miſtake 'bitter for 
ſweet, and ſweet for bitter. 


} G. | II. 0 that 


b.. - 
=. S444 

» as we” 
= - ©. are & 


FT 


' 


EY 


A _— 


[ 
\ 
«4 


4 
n 


15 Were made $0 
ht keep thr Stabutes 


on 

oQ& >. 

So DS, 
A %. 

ef S\ 8 
IS). 
if 8. 
= a> « 
IE © 
IC 
WW- "as 
J Fl | 
Q Y a | 


(83) 


IT. 


O that my ways were made (o diref, that I 
might keep thy Statutes ! Pal, cxix. 5. 


N what a maze of Errour do I ſtray, 

Where various paths confound my doubtful way! 
This, to the right ; That to the /eft-hand lies: 
Here, Vales deſcend ; there ſwelling Adowntains riſe : 
This has an eaſe, That a rugged way ; 

The treach'ry This conceals, That does betray. 
But Whither theſe ſo diff 'rent courſes go, 
Their wandring paths forbid, till try'd, to know. 
Aeander's ſtream a ſtreighter motion ſteers, 
Tho' with himſelf the wand rer interferes. 
Not the fictitious Labyrinth of old 
Did in more dubious paths its gueſts infold ; 
Here greater difficulties ſtay my feet, 
And on each road I thwarting dangers meet. 
Nor I the diff*rent windings only fear, 
(In which the Artiſt's skill did moſt appear :) 
But, more to heighten and increaſe my dread, 
Darkneſs involves each doubtful Rep I tread. 

G 2 No 


(84) 
No friendly tracks my wandring foot-iteps guide, 
Nor other feet th'uatrodden ground have try'd, 
And, tho', leſt on ſome fatal Rock I run, 
With out-ſtretcht Arms I grope my paſlage on; 
Yet dare I not through Night and danger ſtray, 
They' arreſt my cautious ſteps, and ſtop my way. 
Like a ſtrange Trav'ller by the Sun forſcok, 
And in a road unknown by Night o'er-took, 
In whoſe lone paths no neighb'ring Swains reſide, 
No friendly Star appears to be his guide, 
No ſign or track by humane foot-ſteps worn, 
But ſolitary all, and all forlorn. 
He knows not but each blind-fold ſep he treads 
To ſome wild Defart or fierce River leads : 


In hope of anſwer from ſome neighb'ring Swain ; 


Then calls aloud, and his hoarſe voice does ſtrain, 
While nought bur cheating Eccho calls again. £ 


Oh! who will help a wrerch thus gone aſtray ! 
What friendly Star direct my dubious way 2 
A glorious Cloud conducted J1/rael's flight, 
By day their. cov'ring, as their guide by night. 
The Eaſtern-Kings found Bethlem too from tar, 
Led by the ſhining condutt of a Star ; | 
Nor cou'd they in their tediorns juurney err, 
Who had ſo bright @ fellow-traveller. 


(8;) 


Be thou no leſs propitious, Lord, to me, 
Since all my bus neſs is to worſhip Thee. 
See how the wandring Croud miſtake their way, 
And, toſt about by their own error, ſtray ! 
This tumbles head-long from an unſeen Hill ; 
That lights on a blind path, and wanders ſtill. 
With Haff, but not Good ſpeed, this hurries on 
That moves no faſter than a Snail might run. 
While to and fro another haſts in vain, 
No ſooner in the right, than out again. 
Here one walks on alone, whoſe boaſted skill, 
Invites another to attend him till ; 
Till among Thorns or miry Pools they tread ; 
This by his gxide, That by himſelf miſled. 
Here one in a perpetual Circle moves, 
Anaher, there, in endlefs mazes roves ; 
And when he thinks his weary ramble done, 
He finds (alas!) he has but juſt begn. 
Thus ſtill, in Droves, the blinded Rabble ſtray, 
Scarce one of thouſands keeps or finds the way. 


O that my ways direfled were by Thee, 
From the deceits of baneful” Error free! 
Till all my moron, like a Dart's, became 
Swift as us flivht, nnerring as its aim, 
G 3 | That 
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That where thy Laws require me to obey, 
I may not /oiter, nor miſtake the way. | 
Then be Thow, Lord, the Bow, thy Law the White, 
And 7 the Arrow deſtin'd for the flight: 

And when thou'rt pleas'd to ſhew thy greateſt skill, 
Make me the pok/#'d Shaft tobey thy Will. 


Aug. | 


p 
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Aug. Soliloq. cap. 4; 


O Lord, who art the Light, the Way, the 
Truth, and the Life; in whom there # 
no Darkneſs, Error, Vanity, or Death, 
Say the word, O Lord, tet theye be Light, 
that I may ſee the Light,'.and ſpun the 
Darkneſi; that I may find the right way, 
and avoid the wrong ; that I may follow 
Truth, and flie from Vanity; that I may 
o0b;ain Life, and eſcape Death. 
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TIL. 


O hold thou up my going in thy paths, that 
my footfteps ſlip not, Pſal. xvij. 5. 


O oft will me my faithleſs Feet betray, 
So often ſtumble in ſo plain a way ? 
O thou, who all our ſteps from Heav'n doſt ſee, 
O hold me up, dear Lord, who lean on Thee! - 


The Stork inſtructs her timorous young to ſtray, 
In hidden tracks through Heav'ns wide pathleſs way : 
Till the apt Brood, by bold Example led, 

Perform the daring Flight they us'd to dread. 


The Eagles teach their unfledg'd young to fly, 

Around th' untroden Regions of the Sky. 
Till for their Aid they now no longer care ; 
But fearleſs row, with feather'd Fins, thro' Seas of Air. 
Thus Boys, when firſt they venture Streams unknown, 
On ſpungy Cork's light weight, ſupport their own : 
Till more improv 'd, they their firſ# help throw by, 
Ambitious now 4/ore the Floods to try. 

And 
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And tho? awhile, cer they have pratis'd beer, 


Too often they'll unwelcome draughts ſuck in ; 


Yet they, art length by uſe, perfettion gain, 
And ſport and play, wide-wandring in the air. 


Thou, who from Heav'n obſery'ſt our ſteps below; 
See by what arts thy Servant learns to go! 
While all my weight on this ſlight Engine's laid, 
I move the Wheels that do my motion aid. 
Thus feeble age, ſupported by a Care, 

Is tir'd with that on which 'tis forc'd to /car. 
But tho', dear Lord ! ambiguous terms I ule, 
T of no failure can my feet accuſe: 

I can perceive no imperfeCtion there, 

No rocky ways, or thorny roads theyfear : 

The weakneſs of my mind diſturbs me moſt, 
Whoſe langzid feet have all their motion loſt : 
All its afteftions lame and bed-rid are, 

(Thoſe feet, alas! which ſhou'd its motion ſteer ; 
When it ſhou'd move in Virtues eaſe road, 
Alas! 'tis tir'd as ſoon as got abroad. 

My frail, my bending Knees aſſiſtance need, 
Weaker than Ruſhes, or the bruiſed Reed. 
Sometimes, but rarely, it renews the race, 

And eagerly moves on, a Jehw's pace : 


But 


P; 


But 


(91) 
Bur, weary of its journey, ſcarce begun, 
Its boaſted flame is all extinCt, as ſoon 
As ſmoaking Flax by rugged Whirlwinds blown. 
Yer, leſt I ſhou'd too much my ſloth betray, 
I force my ſteps and make ſome little way ; 
But then am cautious how my Feet I guide 
Leaſt they ſhould chance to trip, or rove aſide: 
And the uncharitable world incline 
To place it not on Weakneſs, but en Wine. 
My reeling ſteps move an indented pace, 
As 'twere a Cripple halting o'er a Race. 
T will, I won't ; I barn, all in a breath ; 
And that's (carce out, &er I'm as cold as death : 
And then, impatient at my fruitleſs pain, 
Tir'd in the mid-way, I return again: 
Yet cannot then recover my firſt place, 
The pleafant ſeat whence I began my race. 
Toft, like a Ship on the tempeſtuous wave, 
Which neither help of Sails nor Oars can fave. 
While with new vain attempts I try again, 
And would repair the loſs I did ſuſtain, 
The ſmall ſucceſs too manifeſtly proves 
My fruitleſs labor in a circle moves. 
Thus Slaves, condemn'd to ply a toilfom Mill, 
Repeat the ſame returning motion ſtill ; 


Tho 


(92) 
Tho' ſtill the reſtleſs Engine's hurry'd round, 
They by its haſte gain not one foot of ground. 


What ſhall I do, a ſtranger to the race, 
Whoſe lazy feet ſcarce move a Snails ſlow pace 3 
Heav'n lies remote from this meas Globe below, 
None but the ſwift and ſtrong can thither go ; 
What then ſhall this my heavy Charior do? 


Thy footſteps, Lord, o%ercome the rougheſt way ; 
A Gyant's Feet move not ſo ſwift as they. 
Thou with a ſtep doſt Eaſt and Weſt divide, 
And o'er the world, like a Coloſſiss, ſtride. 


But like the 7ortoiſe, my dull Foot's delay'd, 
Or rather, like the Crab, moves retrogade. 
How can I then hope to that Goal to run, 
I make the bnsneſs of my life to ſhun ? 
But do thou, Lord, my trembling feet ſuſtain, 
Then I the Race and the Reward ſhall gain. 


Amb. 


(63) 


Amb. de fuga ſzculi, cap. 1, 
Who among ſo many troubles of the 


body, among ſo many allurements 


of the World, can keep a ſafe and 


unerring courſe £ 


IV. My 


<0 "OE TEAMS AAS A tut ooo 
un hr AE AO AS eee OG RC GC 
” 7 Y 


Ch les h trembleth for fear 


of 
thee, and Tam _afrad of th (Gudo: 
g 2 


ments. Psallng. t2o. 
_. TD. 19+. 


(95) 


IV. 


My fleſh trembleth for fear of thee, and I am 
afraid of thy Judgments, Plal. cxix. 120. 


Dread of Heav'n was by the Ancients taught, 
As the firſt impreſs on Man's infant thought, 
And he who underſtood it beſt, has ſaid, 
Tis the prime ſtep that does to Wiſdom lead. 
; Inform'd by this my early childhood grew, 
And to fear Heav'n was the firſt thing I knew : 
Bur ſtill ſuch dark Oblivion dull 'd my mind, 
I could not the repeated Alpha find. 
No ſtripes can puniſh my negleQful crime, 
Thus unimprov'd t have trifled out my time. 
Dull Boys by ſtripes with Learning are inſpir'd, 
By little pains, with induſtry acquir'd : 
When twice or thrice they read their Letters o'er, 
They're as familiar as if known before : 
And tho' in co/owy all alike appear, 
Each is diſtinguiſh'd by its Charafter. 
May I not hope Age will compleat in me 
The eafic task of tender Infancy ? 


In many things I no I»frutter ſought, 

Too apt, ( alas!) to praftiſe them wetanghr. 

What is not Fear as ſoon imbib'd, a Rule 

So oft explain'd in Arts Improving School ? 

Why I ſhou'd ſight, till (to my ſhame) I fear, 

And flight that moſt, which I ſhou'd moſt revere. 

I fear Mans Eye when I wou'd att a Sin, 

But dread not Heavn, nor the great Frrdge within : 

For my groſs Boay I am till in fear, 

But my pare Sol partakes not of my care. 

Thus filly Birds a harmleis Scare-crow ſhun ; 

Yet boldly to the fatal Zime-twigs run. 

The Royal Stag thus Feathers frigh ore, 

Than the full cry of Hounds, that's juſt before. 

Thus the fierce Lion, of falſe fires afraid, 

Flies to the Toils, in which he is betray'd. 

Such vanity has mens dark minds o'erſpread, 

That leſs the 7hander than the Clap they dread ; 

Think Hell a Fable, an invented name, 

And count its Fire 4 harmeleſs lambent flame. 

With brutiſh rage to blackeſt ills they run, 

And never fear, the wickedneſs, till done : 

But tho' this fear did not their Crimes prevent, 

Twill come, too ſure, to be their pani/ament. 

*Then with ſtrange trights, from their /o/? ſenſes driv'n, 
Their reftleſs thoughts run on offended Heav'n : 

2 Then 


| (97) 
Thien ſudden fears their watchful Thoughts allarr, 
And call them from their lonely beds to arm, : 
While their own ſhadows only do them harm. 
Each little thing's ſo magnify'd by fear, 
They dread a Lion, when a 1onſe they hear. 
If in the night they hear a gentle breeze 
Begin to whiſper in the murmuring Trees, 
With hair ere, and cold unnatural ſwear, 
They ſhrink beneath the conſcious Coverlet. 
What do they then, when glaring Liektnings fly, 
And bellowing Th«naers roll along the Sky > 
They think each flaſh a Meſlenger of death, 
And at cach crack deſpair of longer breath ; - 
At every noiſe they in new fears engage, 
And ruine from each accident preſage. 
Nay, een of Silence, and its ſelf afraid. 
The traubled mind's cternally diſmay'd ; 
Such puniſhments attend afflifting guilt, 
Which never pain like its ow# torments felt. 
Thue trembling Cain areads from each hand he ſees 
The fate his injur d Brother had from his. 
His crimſon Soxl, with Abel's Marther ſtain'd, 
_ Still with the blaody Sceie is entertain d. 
No more ſevere corre&tion waits on fin, 
Than its unbrib'd upbraider ſtill within, 


H Then 


(98) 
Then with thy Darts, Lord, frighten mefrom 1ll, 
My Fury wants this kind reſtriction ſtill, 
Fear timely comes before a fanlt's begun, 
He fears too late, that fears not till 'tis done. 


Bernard. 


(99) 
| Bernard. Serm, 26; 


-T he holy Pſalmiſt defires wiſely to be 
ſmitten, and healthfully to be woun- 
ded, when he prays to be transfix'd 
with the fear of God ; for that fear 
is an excellent Dart, that wounds 
and deſtroys the Iuſts of the Fleſh, 
that the Spirit may be ſafe. 
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Va 


O turn away mine eyes, leſk they behold wa- 
nity, Plal. cxix. 37. 


N my high Capito! two Centries ſtill 
Keep conſtant watch, to guard the Citaae! : 

If fix'd or wandrine Stars, I do not know, 
Tho' either epithet becomes them too ; 
Each from its Duty is in fragg/ing loſt, 
Yet each maintains immovably its Poſt ; 
Both ſwift of motion, yet both fix'd remain: 
Whar Smp/on this dark Riddle can explain > 


Ev'n Tow, my Eyes, are theſe myſterious Stays, 
Fix'd in my head, yet daily wanderers : 
Who plac'd in that exalted Tow'r of mine, 
Like Torches in ſome lofty Pharos ſhine ; 
Or like two Watch-men on ſome riſing place, 
View every near, and every diſtant pals. 
Yet you to me leſs cpnſtant prove by far, 
Than thoſe kind Guides to their Obſervers are ; 


H 3 Theix 


(102) 

Their favours only with themſelves expire; 
Unleſs the hand that gave, recalls their fire. 
You, like mad Steeds, too headfſtrong for the Rein, 
Will let no pow'r your wandring courſe reſtrain : 
Yow, by whoſe guidance we ſhou'd danger ſhun, 
Betray us to the Rocks on which we run. 

; Thus wandring Dina, led by your falſe light, 
Expord her Honour, to oblige her Sight. 

{ Thus, while Je//ides view'd the bathing Dame, 

' What cool'd her heat, kindled in bim a flame. 

| Thus gazing on the Hebrew Matrons eyes, 
Made the Aſriar's head her eafte prize. 
Thus the fond Elders, by their ſjeht miſled, 
Purſu'd the joys of a forbidden Bed ; 
Nor oou'd their luft ful flame be diſpoſſeſt, 
Till with a ſhow'r of weighty ſtones ſuppreſt. 


More ruin d Souls by theſe falſe grides are loſt, 
Than ſhipwreck'd Veſlsls on the rockieſt Coaſt. 


Then happy he, happy alike and wiſe, 
Who made a timely cov'nant with his eyes! 
And happier he who did his guards d:s-band, 
Torn from their Poſts by his wiſe fearleſs hand ! 


So 


( 103) 

So ll, falſe Centries, you your charge perform, 
You favour the ſurprize, that ſhou'd the Camp allarm. 
Did you for this the Capitol obtain ? 

For this the charge of the chief Caſtle gain > 
That you have thus t'inferior Earth betray'd, 
Man's lofty Soul, for nobler Objets made > 
And donot rather raiſe his thoughts on high, 
Above the ſtarry Arches of the Sky > 

That Theatre will entertain his ſight 

With various Scenes of ſuitable delight : 

But youare more on Earth than Heav/s intent, 
And your* induſtrious ſearch is downward bent. 


What ſhall I doe, ſince yo# unruly grow, 
And will no limits, no confinement know 2 
Oh ! ſhut the wandrer's up in endleſs night, 
Or with thy hand, dear God, contraGt their fight, 


Avg. Soliloq. cap.-4: 


Woe to the blind eyes that ſee not Thee, the Sun that 
enlightens both Heaven and Earth ! woe to the dim 
eyes that cannot ſee Thee! woe to them that turn 
away their eyes from beholding Truth ! woe to them 
that turn not away their eyes from beholding Yagity ! 
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VI. 


O let my heart be ſaund in thy Statutes, that 
I be-not aſhamed, Pſal. cxix. 89. 


CO I but hope my Face wou'd pleaſe my Dear, 
That ſhou'd be all my b«sne/5, all my care : 
"My firſt concern ſhou'd for Complexion be, 

The next, to keep my Skin from freckles free: 

No help of Art, or Indxſtry I'd want, 

No Beauty-water, or improving Paint. 

My Dreſſing-boxes ſhou'd with Charms abound, 
To make decay old fleſh ſeem young and ſound : 
With Spaniſp-wool, red as the blooming Roſe, 
And Cereſſe, whiter than the Mountain Swows ; 
With all the Arts that ſtndions Virgins know, 
Who on their Beauty too much pains beſtow. 
Then I'd correct each error by my Glaſs, 

Till not one fault were found in all my face. 

If on my brow one hair amiſs I ſpy'd, 

That very Hair ſhou'd ſoon be rettity'd. 

It dull my Eyes, how loudly 1'd complain 


Till they their wonted Z»ſtre wore again 
x Shou'd 


» 
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Shou'd but one wrinkle in my Face appear, 


' Tdcry, What means this ſawcy wrinkle here ? 
Evn with each Mole toffend thee I ſhou'd fear, 


Cou'd I but think this Face to thee were dear. 
For if the ſimalleſt Wart thereon ſhou'd riſe, 

I doubt 'rwou'd ſeem a onntarn in your eyes. 
Nay, the leaſt Fault my ſelf wou'd cenſure too, 
For fear that Fault ſhou'd be diſhk'd by you. 
Thus every Grace which Nature has deny'd, 

By Art's kind help ſhou'd amply be ſupply'd : 
With Cxrls and Locks I wou'd adorn my head, 
And thick with Jewels my gay Treſſes ſpread : 
With dowble Pearls I'd hang my loaded ears, 
Whilſt my white neck vaſt Chains of Rubies wears. 
Thus I among the faireſt wou'd be ſeen, 

And dare vie Beaxty, ev'nwith Sheba's Queen. 


But oh ! no ſuch vary toyruffeRt your mind, 
Theſe meet with »o admirers, but the blind, 
Who ina Dreſs ſeek Obje&s of their love, 
Which once pat off, the Beauties too remove. 
Thus the fond Crowd's caught by a gay attire, 
The ozly thing indeed they find t'admire. 


But Tow, my Love, no borrow'd Beauties prize 
No artificial Charms attra&t your oyes. my” 


vn Dear 


(107) 


Dear as 30#r 0wn, you rate a ſpotleſs heart, 
And for its ſake accept each other part. 


Oh that my heart unſpotted were, and free 
From every tincture of impurity ! 
Then in your favour I ſhou'd make my boaſt, 
And hate each ſtain by which it might be loſt. 


Hugo de S. Viet. in Arrha anime. 


O baſe and filthy ſpots, why doe you ſtick, ſo long ? 
Begone, depart, and preſume no more to offend my 
Beloved's ſight. : 


Chryſoſt. 


(108) 


or tr. 


Come, 
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XV. 


Come my Beloved, kt us go forth into the 
Fields, let ws loage tn the Villages, Cant. 
Vij. II. Pk 


Ome, come, my Love, let's leave the buſie throng, 
We trifle here our precious time too long. 
Come, let ushaſten to ſome Field or Grove, 
The fitteſt Theatres for Scenes of Love. 
Strong Walls and Gates the City guard, 'tis true, 
But what ſecures it thus, confines it too. 
We'll reap the pleaſures of the oper Field, 
Which does ſecxrity with' freedom: yield. 
For there's 1 know not what, ſo ſafe, fo dear 
I'th' Country, as we ne'er ſhou'd light on here. 
What tho' the City-Tow'rs the Clouds invade, 
And oer the Fields project their lofty ſhade? 
Yet thence Content has made a far retreat. 
And choſe the humble Cottages its ſeat ; 
( Where ſomething more divinely ſweet they breath, 
Altho? afl Thatch above, all Earth beneath.) 


Thcre © 


( 110) 
There the remoteſt Solirude enjoys 
The bleſſing of more quiet, and leſs noiſe. 
Come then, my Love, and let's retire from hence, 
And leave this buſie fond impertinence. 
See ! evn the Cities eldeſt Son and Heir, 
Who gets his Go/d, his dear-lov'd Idol, there ; 
Yet in the Comntry ſpends his City-gains, 
And makes its pleaſure recompenee hs pains : 
And tho' the City has his pablick woice, 
The Country ever 1s his private choice. 
Here ſtill the Rich, the Noble, and the Great, 
Unbend rheir minds in a ſecure retreat ; 
And Heaven's free Canopy yields more delight 
Than gnilded Roofs and Fret-work to the fight. 
Nor can fenc'd Cities keep the mind in peace, 
So well as open guardleſs Villages. 
Come then, my Love, let's from the City haſt, 
Each minute we ſpend 7here, is ſo much waſte. 


T have a Country-Farm, whoſe fertile ground 
Soft murmuring Brooks and chryſtal Streams ſurround; 
A better Air or Soil were never known, 

Nor more convenient diſtance from the Town : 

Hither, »zy Love, if thou wilt take thy flight, 

The City will no more thy ſenſe delight, 

Driv's from thy thoughts as quickly as thy fight. 
Here 


und; 


Here 
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Here in the ſhades I will my Dear careſs, 


At leiſure to receive my kind Addreſs. 

Here, from the City and its Tumnlts free, 

I ſhall enjoy more than my ſelf, in Thee. 

As oer our Heads, dreſs'd in their leavy State, 
The amorous Twrtle wooes his faithful Mate. 
No bus'neſs ſhall invade our pleaſure here, 
No rude diſturber of our Joys appear. 


Here thou thy ſecret paſſions ſhalt reveal, 


And whiſper in my ear the pleaſing tale ; 
While in requital I diſcloſe my flame, 

And inthe fav'ring Shades conceal my ſhame. 
Oh! cow'd I ſee that happy happy day! 

I knowno bliſs beyond, for which to pray. 
Then to the Comntry let us, Dear, repair, 
For leve thrives beſt in the clear open air. 


Hieron. Ep. ad Heſiod. 1. 


What doſt thou > how long doe.the ſhadows of the houſes 
confine thee ? how long does the Priſon of the ſmoaky 
City ſhut thee up? Believe me, I ſee ſome greater 
Light, and am reſolu'd to throw off the burthen of 
the Fleſh, and fly tothe ſplendor of the purer ar. 


VIIL Draw 


Dram me, mee will run 


.. thee (un the Savour, of” thy | 
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Draw me, we will run after thee, (in the [/ 4 
vour of thy Oyntments,) Cant. i. 3, 


Sp how my feeble Limbs, riow giv n in vaiti, 
Increaſe the burthen which they ſhou'd ſuſtain! 
While, weary of my hated life, I he, 

A faint reſemblance bf what once was I. 

My head, depreſt with its own weight, hangs low, 
And to themſelves my Limbs a burthen grow. 

In varioxs :;poſtres ſtill I ſeek for eaſe, 

But find at laſt not any oze to pleaſe. 

Now I wou'd r:/e, now wih my ſelf ;» bed, 
Now with my hand: ſupport my drooping head : 
Now on my back, now on my fce.I lie, 

And now for reſt on either ſide I try : 

And when my bed I've tumbled reſtleſs o'er, 
I'm ſtill th' wneafie wretch 1 was before. 

Thus hinder'd by my own Iifirmity, 

Tho' fain I world, I cannot follow thee. 

Then wilt thou go, and leave me dying here ? 

Is this thy kindneſs, this thy love, my Dear 2 
And do Ithen fo great a burthen grow, 

Thou wilt ot tay till I can with thee go ? 

| I | 


C114) 
Thus Soldiers from their wounded Comrades fly 
At an allarm of any danger nigh. 
Unnat ral Mothers thus their Babes diſclaim, 
Urg'd to the fin by Poverty or Shame. 
Stretch, Lord, thy hand, and thy weak follower meet, 
Or if not reach thy hand, yet ſtay thy feet. 
The grateful Stork bears o'er the ſpacious Flood 
Its aged Dam, and triumphs in the load : 
The Doe ſupports her tender ſwimmers weight, 
And minds her ſelf leſs than her dearer fraight. 
Bur you, unkind! forſake your Love, alone, 
In deſert Fields forgotten, and unknown, c 
So burthenſom her Company is grown : 
Yet I'd not hinder or retard your haſte, 
But/gently draw, and I ſhall follow faſt : 
Tho' fall'n and fainting now, a little ſpace 
Shall make me out-ſtrip the Winds impetuous race. 
Nor ſhall you Violence need to force me on, 
Free and wnxrg'd, Tl cloſe behind you run. 
As, when at your command the Net was caſt, 
The willing Fiſh leapt in with eager haſte ; 
And, unconcern'd, their own deſtruttion ſought, 
So much 'twas their ambition to be caught. 
Pleaſurt and Senſe do all Mankind miſguide, 
Some by their Eyes, ſome by their Ears are ty'd. 


I & 


(15) 

I ſeek not, Lord, my Eyes or Ears to pleaſe, 

Th' Arabian Sweets ſute beſt with my Diſeaſe. 

Thy Treſſes of the balmy Spikyard ſmell, 

And from thy Head the richeſt Oyls diſtill. 

Choice fragrant Scents from thy lov'd Temples flow, 

And on thy Lips eternal Roſes grow. 

Thou breath ſt the Odors of the ſpicy Eaſt, . 

In Adrrhy. Dew thy fragrant Words aredreſt.. 

Thy Iv ry Neck ſweats richeſt Frankintenſe, 

And ev'ry part does ſoine rare [cent diſpence. 

What&er Perfumes in the vaſt Forld are found, 

In a rich Compound mix'd,;in Thee abound. 

Juſuchanoble ſmell, and rich Perfume 

Was thatof old fill 'd thebleſt Virgins Room, c 

When Thou, the Flow'r ef Jeſſe; began'ſt fo bloom. 
Oh! might this Odor bleſs my longing- Senſe, 

How wowd-it cure my-fee ble 

I ſoon ſhou'd conquer all my languiſhment, 

And ſwiftly follow the attrative ſcent, 

And my Companions the | ſame courſe Won d move; 

As the whole flock waits on th' anointed Dove. 


Gilbert. in Cant. Hom. 18. 


Love is 4 Cord that holds faſt, and draws affetionate- 
ly, whoſe words are ſo many allurements. — 
holds faſter thanthe band of Love, nothing attr 


more powerfull. 
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O thatthou wert as my br. her that 
Sucked the Þreasts of my mother 11 he -n { 
Should find thee uthout /. p" 7 WY { hiſs thee, 
vetT shouldnotte dexuied. Cant. ge. WM 


Cn )®. 


IX. 


O that thou wert as my Brother, that ſucked 
the breaſts of my Mother ; when I ſhould 
find thee without, I would kiſs thee, yet 1 
ſbould not be deſpiſed, Cant. viij. 1. 


H O will enoble my unworthy Race, 
And Thy great name among their numbers 
Nor wiſhT this to raiſe my Pedigree, (place? 
Contented with my mean Obſcurity. 

Yet, tho' my Blood wou'd be a ſtain to Thine, 

Still T muſt wiſh we had one Parent-line. 

Nor wou'd I have thee grown to thoſe brisk years 
When firſt the gentle budding Down appears. 

But ſtill an Infant, hanging on the Breaſt, 

The ſame which I before have often preſt : 

A Brother ſuch wou'd my Ambition chuſe, 

If Elder, I thy converſe muſt refuſe. 

My Life ! be born again, and let me ſee, 

Dear Child, thoſe happy Cradles, bleſt by Thee. 
Children have pretty, pleafant, charming Arts, 
Abeve the elder ſort, to win our Hearts 3 
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And tho' each Age wou'd its own merit prove, 

Childhood is ſtill moſt prevalent in Love : 

Ev'n he who tames the world, tho' calm and mild 

His Face appear---ev'n Love himſelf's a Child. 

Wer't thou a Boy, dreſt in thy infant charms 

Unblam'd, I'd claſp theecloſely in my Arms. 

My Life! be bornagain, and let me ſee, ; 

Dear Child, Thoſe happy Cradles, bleſt by Thed : 

Then I ſhou'd have Thee to my ſelf alone, 

Nor blam'd, nor cenſur'd if my Love were known. 

My Arms all day ſhou'd bear thy grateful weight, 

And be thy fafe encloſure all the night. 

When thy foft Cheeks or ruddy Lips I'd kiſs, 

No fear or ſhame ſhou'd interrupt the bliſs ; 

For none a Siſter's kindneſs can upbraid, 

At leaſt when to an Infant-Brother paid : 

And tho' on thy ſoft Lips long time I'd dwell, 

Sure a chaſte kifs can never be but well. 

O that you'd hear, ye gentle Pow'rs above, 

And to my Brother thus transform my Love ! 

That thou, my Dear, my Brother woud'it become, 

Dear as the Off-ſpring of my Parents Womb. 

Then all my Vows, then all my Thanks I'd pay, 

Bleſs the glad change, and hail the welcom Day. 

What wou'd I do to make my tranſport known ? . 

What wou'd 1 do > what wou'dI leave nydeve ? v 
How 
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How oft wowd I, by ſtealth, ev'n whey forbid, 
Stand all night Centry by the Cradle-ſfide > 
How num'rous ſhou'd my ſervices become > 
Ev till, perhaps you thought 'em troubleſom : 
For when my Mother took thee from the breaſt, 
My arms ſhou'd with the next remove be bleſt : 
Or if ſhee'd have thee born to take the Air, 
I'd ſtill my (elf the grateful burthen bear. 
Or wou'd ſhe have thee in the Cradle lie, 
Sing thee to ſleep, and then fit watching by : 
If ſheto takethe /ov'd employment went 
My eager haſte ſhou'd her deſign prevent : 
But when ſhe ſhou'dintruſt thee to my care, 
And going forth, leave me to tend my Dear ; 
How great wou'd be the pleaſure of my charge ? 
How wou'tl I then indulge my ſelf at large > 
Thy Mantle ſoon I ſoftly wou'd remove, 
Eager t*enjoy the object of my Love ; 
And, favour'd by the moſt commodious light, 
Feaſt on thy lovely face my longing fight. 
Thy head ſhou'd on my /eft-hand gently reſt, 
While with my right I claſpt thee to my breaſt ; 
And then ſo lightly I wow'd ſteal a k/5, 
It ſhou'd not interrupt thy ſleeping bliſc. 
Then, Dear, bepleasd a ſecond Birth tallow, 
That on thy Cheeks my lips may pay their vow; 
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And as thy growth renders thy Organs ftrong, 
And thou beginn'ſ to uſe thy looſned tongue ; 
Then thou, »:y Love, ſhalt my ſmall Pupil be, 
And as I ſpeak, ſhalt fFammer after me: 
And when thou doſt the help of Arn.s refuſe, 
And dart attempt th' affiſting ard to uſe, 
I'll teach thee ſafely how to praunce along, 
And keep thy numble Footſteps firm and ſtrong: 
And if ſome naughty Stone offend thy Feet, 
My ready Arms their ſtumbling Charge ſhall meet ; 
Pleas'd with a freqwent Opportmnity 
Of thus receiving and embracing Thee : 
Nor ſhall I any Rerompence regard, 
The pleaſing Service is its own Reward, 


_- Bonavent. 
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Bonavent. Soliloq. cap. r. 


T was ignorant, O ſweet Jeſu, that thy 

 Embraces were ſo pleaſant, thy 
Touch: ſo*delightful, thy Converſe 
tion ſo diverting ; for when Itouch 
Thee, I am clean ; when I receive 
Thee, I am a Virgin. 


I myht 01 on my b 4 Hs ought hum whom 
ar Soul loveth 17 conght him but 7 o 
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By ni "27 my Bed, I ſought Sal wy 
F ni loverh, I fought him, but T Mice 
him not, Cant. i It). I. 


Treat not of inferior mortal fires, 

But chaſteſt ſighs, and more ſublime deſires ;.** 
As Bodies, fo the Minds their fAames receive, - bs 
But ſtill the groſſer for the Bodies teave. © 
The generous Fire that warms the Soul, does prove 
And thart alone, the plcafing Charms of Love. 
What nobler flames the lofry Minds inſpire ! 
How are they raisd to more refin'd defire | 
In what Divine Embraces do they join? * © 
What holy Hands their mutual ContraQts fign! 
How dear the Joys of thar chaſt Genial Bed ! 
With what unſpeakable Delights 'tis ſpread ! 
Where the pleas'd Soul in her Beloved's Arms, 
And he in hers, gaze on each others Charms. 
The Bed on which ſuch happy lovers reft, 
Is downy peace in its own quiet bleſt, 


Here 
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Here 1 was wont, when care drove ſleep away; 
Pregnant with thought, to watch the dawning day 3 
Here the dear He that ſtole my Virgin-heart 
Did oft to me his Boſom-cares impart. = 
Then, then a Sacred flame my Soul poſleſt, 

And no leſs heat reign'd in his amorous breaſt : 
Then filent Love did all our Thoughts imploy 
Tho' dumb, our Eyes diſcours'd in Tears of Joy. 
But ow, nor know I why, my Love's eſtrang'd, 
I fear ſome fault of mine his Mind has chang'd : 
For, a whole day he has not bleſt my fight, 
Nor ( which he ever #s'd) return'd at night. 
Or has the faithleſs fickle Charmer fled, 
Or for another left my Widow'd Bed > 

' How ſadly I in Tears and Diſcontent 
The tedious Night of his griev'd abſence ſpent 
'T was now the dead low ebb of deepeſt Night, 
And gentle (lgep had lock'd my drowſy Sight. 
When a loud voice ſurpriz'd my trembling Ear, 
And call'd, Riſe, ſluggard, ſee your Love's not here. 
Straight I awake, and rub my ſleepy eyes, 
Then the forſaken Houſe I fill with cries : 
Sleep thou, my Love ? but anſwer Ihad none, 
For He, (alas! ) to whom I ſpoke, was gone. 
Soon with-a lighted Torch his ſteps I trace, 
And wiſh I neer had ſeen them nor his Face. 

$ Then |f 
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Then on the guiltleſs Bed begin Yexclaim, - 
Ask where my Love is, and it's filence blamts. 
Diſtrafted then I fearch the Chamber round; 
But what I ſought was no where to be found. 
What Tumults then weteraisd within my breaſt, 
Who once on Peace's downy Bed did reſt > ' 
What raging ſtorms then toſt my troubled mind, 
Linus's to Tempeſts of ſo fierce a kind ! 
With pain my heavy Eyes to Heav'nI raiſe, 
And ſcarce my Lips can open in its praiſe ; 
My former itrength in ſacred Conflicts fails, 
And what was once my ſport, my Soul bewails: 
For whule ſucceſs crown'd my untroubled head, 
On Golden Peace I made my eafie Bed : 
Then, like a boaſting Soldier, raw and young, 
Who always is victorious with his tongue, 
I wiſh'd to exerciſe ſome Tyrant's rage, 
@r in ſome g/orions hazard I'd engage. 
So warm a heat within my blood did play, 
While on the eafie Bed of PeaceI lay : 
But when this heat forſook me with my Love, 
Colder than Scythian Froſts my Blood did prove. 
So Flow'rs, which gentle Zephyrs kindly rear, 
Nipt by cold Froſts, decay and diſappear : 
So Lamps burn bright, while Oy! maintains their fire, 
But as that ceaſes, languiſh and expue. 


\ 
} 


Tins) 


Alas ! my Love, I ſought thee in my Bed, 


; Who onthe Croſs hadft laid thy weary head : | 
' Peace was my Bed, whiike the curſt Croſs was Thine, 
I ſhou'd have ſought Thee by: that fatal fiow. 
Much time I loſt in ſeeking thee around, 

But ſought thee where thou wert not to be found. 


& 


(127) 


-* Greg. in Ezek. Hom. 19. 


Then we may ibe ſaid to ſeek, our Be- 

, loved in Bed, when being amuſed 
; with any little fort of a Reſt in this 
preſent Life, we yet ſigh after our 
Redeemer. We ſeek bin inthe Night, 

becauſe tho' then the Soul is waking, 


yet the Eye is ' fil in a—— 


ne, 


preg 
— _ — _— 


Twill rese, and, go about tic C. ty m tie 
* Srects, and m He broad ways 1 will 
Seek him whom my Soul lvethT Sought 


him Gut T found him not. Cant 3 . . 
Þ 4. 128 | 


Xl. 


I will riſe, andgo about the City inthe frets, 
and in the broad ways Iwill ſeek him whom 
my Soul loveth : I ſought him, but I found 
him not, Cant. 11j. 2. 


T laſt, tho” /ate, my Error does apyear, 
Had I ſearch'd well I ſure had found my Dear. 

I thought him wrapt in ſoft repoſe, in Bed, 
Fafing his troubled breaſt, and weary Head, 
But there (alas!) my Love I cou'd not find, 
A harder Lodging was for him defign'd.. 

Alas ! my Life, alas! what ſhallI do? 
How can I reſt or ſleep depriv'd of To ? 
No, tho? a thouſand Rivers murm'ring noiſe 
Shou'd court me to it with one /x{ling-voice ; 
Nor tho' as many whiſp'ring Groves conſpire, 
And join the Mufick of their feather'd Quire. 
Scarce cloſe my weary Eyes, with Cares oppreſt, 
When Sorrow ruſhes in, and breaks my reſt. 
My Eyes, my Thoughts no Night admit, but wher\ 
I toſſing lie, each tedious hour ſeems ten. 
K 


if 


(1 30) 
If ever ſleep indulge my miſery; 
My ſleeping thowghts are all imploy'd on Thee: 
Why then ſhou'd wretched I ſeek reſt in vain, 
Since ſleep ſo oft denies to eaſe my pain > 


My Bed I quit, and ranging all the Town, 
| | Remove as Chance or Reaſon leads me on : 
Each Corner ſearch, and hope in each to find 
bt The deareſt Objett of my Eyes and Mind : 
No place eſcapes me, none fo private lies, 
To cheat th'enquiry of my curious Eyes. 

q The eager Hound thuscloſe his Game purſues ; 
I While the warm ſcent direts his ready Noſe : 
Thro' Woodsand Thickets,Bri'rsand Thorns heruns, 
hi No danger dreads, or inconvenience ſhuns, 
| Thus once the weeping Magdalen did roam 
To find her Zord, when miſting in his Tomb. 
What that denies, ſhe hopes the City yields ; 
But there nor found, ſhe ſeeks him in the Fields, 
No Man wnask'd, no Place wnſearch'd, remain'd, 
Till the dear Treaſure which ſhe ſought was gain'd : 
Thus the griev'd Dam for her robb'd Neſ# complains, 
And fills the Foreſt with her mournful trains ; 
| About the Tree enrag'd ſhe flies, and now 


i Lights on the top, thenon ſome under-bough. 


And 


(131) 
And to her Fellow ſadly does relate 
Th injurious ſtealth, and her loſt Off-ſprings Fate. 
Thus have I ſearch'd thro? ev'ry Walk, and Street, 
But what I ſozght (alas!) I cou'd not meer. 
Baſe Walks ! and hateful Streets ! whoſe ev'ry Road 
My weary feet ſo oft in vain have trod ! 
I miſt zy Love in Bed, and ſought him here ; 
But ſought ami/7, and ſtill muſt want my Dear. 


Amb. de Virg. lib. 3. 


Chriſt 1s not found in the Conrts« nor in the Streets 3 

ap zs no frequenter of the Courts. Chriſt us Peace, 

_ in the Courts are Contentions : Chriſt x Juſtice, 

, in the Courts is _—_ , &c. Let ws ſhun the 
Conrts, let us avoid the Streets. 


—— —- —— - -— 


K 2 XII. Saw 


And 


® | 96% 1 HEL Fe 


aw you hum nhom my Soul loveth' tt 
as but lttle Hat Lpast fron them, but.1 
found him nhom my Soul leveth:{ hell 
Ant and would notiet fam go. Chg. 3.4 


VEIL "2" Ron 405 BR Ps + ad 4s 


+03T 


Saw you him whom my Soul loveth ? It wat 
but a little that I paſt from them, but 1 
found him whom my Soul loveth : 1 held 


him,and ivou'd not let him go,Cant.11j. 3,4; 


| $ there a Cotner left in all the Town, 

Which in my weary ſearch I have not known 7 
With flaming Torches every Street was Light, 

Nor did I ev'n the meaneft Allies (light. 

Alas! what ground did I not travel o'er, 

Till even the City had not any more ? 

But why ſhou'd 1 this frwitleſ7 toil approve, 

Since all my ſeeking does not find my Love ? 

Then, hopelz(s, back my penſive courſe I ſteer'd,., 
Rut ſtill no tidings of my Laver heard ; 

When I at laſt approach'd the City- gate, 

Where a ſtrong Gxard in conſtant Watch did wait ; 
Said I, Perhaps my Love is hidden here : 

And then I ask'd them if they ſaw my Dear ? 

They laugh'd, and my enquiry did deride, 

And who's jour Love ? one of the Centries cry'd : 

K 3 Has 


(r34) 
Has he no name by which he may be known ? 
How can we tell, ſince you have giv'n ns none ? 
Excuſe, ſaid I, my rude fimplicity, 
I thought him known to all the #orld, as me : 
And that our Love, ſo much the talk of Fame, 
Had made it needleſs to declare his Name ; 
And tho' you wou'd pretend this ign'rance now, 
I'm confident you cannot chuſe but know : 
Then pray be pleas'd in earneſ# to declare 
If you have ſeen him lately paſſing here: 
Him, whom above my Life I dearly prize, 
And him who loves me more than his own Eyes ? 
Say, when he went, what ſtay he made with 3on, 
And whether he pretended he wou'd go ? 
Unto the Right or Left-hand is he gone ? 
Or had he Company, or was h' alone ? 
The ſportful Watch, regardleſs of my cares, 
Anſwer with laughter, and deride my tears. 
From them T go, hopelels my Love to find, 
While Tides of Grief oerwhelm'd my finking mind. 
But while my Soul ſuch painful Thoughts imploy, 
( Nor dar'd I let it hope fo vaſt a Joy: ) 
1y Love, theſamelI ſought the Cityround, 
Now, ncxpetted and wnſought, was found. 


Loft 


nd. 


.oft 


Yet ſure youare—Yes, yes, you are, I ſee. 


. My ſecret Ecſtacy diſcovers you. 


(135). | 
Loſt between' Foy and Fear in the: ſurprize, 

[ durſt not well give credit to my Eyes. 

And have I thee again? 1 word have cry'd, 

But as I ſtrove, my faultring tongue deny'd. 

As wheri ſome mournful Wife ſees by her bed 

Her Husband long by fame reported dead ; 

Amazd to meet what ſhe had giv'n for loſt, 

She flies his Arms, and takes him for a Ghoſt: * 

Nordares, till his kxown voice the Truth affure. 

The fight of whar ſhe molt defires, endure : 

And Mill ſhe fears leaſt ſhe too eaſre prove, 

Betray'd to this credwlity by Love. 

Thus while I trembling ſtand, again I try ; 

Again my Life ſalutes my joyful Eye. 

Tols'd between Doxvt,and Hope,and Love,and Few. 

Are you my Love, I cry, or in his Shape appear : 

My Dear !/—ahno! alas! you are not He ; 


My Love, my Life, 1 ſce and know you now, 


Pleas'd with your voice, and raviſh'd with your Face. 
I fly uncall'd to your belov'd Embrace. 
Thus, thus I'll bind you to me, and prevent 
A ſecond ſearch, the Soldiers Merriment. 
O that my Arms were Chains, and each part elie, 
Feet, Hands and all, were Gives and Manacles ! 

K 4 Then 


(136) 

Then with a triple band my Lowe I'd bind, 
Cloſe as the Eim:.is by the Vize entwin'd; 
The ſnaky uy ſhou'd not cloſer crawl 
About the Ruines of its dear-lov'd. Wal. 
And while my bufie hands your neck encloſe, 
Think that »v b««rthex which their kindneſs ſhows ! 
Remember, Love, you have betn abſent long, 
And Time that did it muſt repair the wrong : 
But of the Recompence you ſoon complain, 
And eer my Joys begin, are goze again. 
Bur ſtay ! ah roo unkind, ungrateful ! ſtay ! 

Nor ſhall you fly, unleſs you force your way. 


(137) 


Beda in Cant. cap. 3. 
When I had found bim, I beld bim ſo © 
much the faſter, by how much the 
longer I was in finding bim. 


- 44 at 
” $3.4 - 


” © - 
— — _—__—__ 
_— - 


(138) 


J\\\W8 ih) \ \ 
wo W % ay uy OCD W 


But its goed for mo t&» hold me 
fast þ hr Go od, to ' nut my trust m the. 

ho 
| Zor, io xd. Psal 73.25. 


£L2.138. 


—"—_ 


C139) 


XIIT. 


But it is good for me to hold me faſt by God, to 
put my truſt tn the Lord God, Plal.7 3.27. 


Hro' what ſtrange turns of Fortune have gone, 
Juſt as a Ball- from hand to hand is thrown > 

Wars loud allarms were firſt my ſole delight, 

And hope of Glory led me out to fight: 

Arms raisd my courage, Arms were all my care, 

As if I had no other bus neſs here. 

Oft with a Song I paſt my tedious hour, 

While 1 ſtood Cerrry on ſome lofty Tow'r : 

Ofrt I the Enemies intent betray d, 

And ſhew'd their motions by the ſigns I made. 

[ learnt Cinrrench a Camp, and Bulwarks rear, 

With all the cunning of an Engineer. 

I ever forward was, and bold in fighr, 

And did to Action the faint Troops excite. 

None berter underſtood the Art of War, 

None more the Soldiers or Commanders care : 

Oft in the Lybian Deſart did I ſwear, 

Tird with the Sand, and melted with the heat ; 

Choak'd 


(140) 
Choak'd with the Duſt, yet no kind Fountain nigh, 
The place as little moiſture had as I. 


How oft have I ſwam mighty Rivers oer, 
With heavy Armour loaden, tir'd, and ſore > 
And ſtill my Sword acroſs my mouth have laid, 
Whene'er I did the adverſe ſtream invade. 

Thus long the Camp has had my Company, 

A Foot-man firſt, then of the Cavalry. 

My Breaſt-plate has ten ſhots of Arrows born, 
Nor fewer Stroaks my batter'd Helmet torn. 
Thrice was my Horſe ſhot under me, my Creft 
Four times ſtruck off, and I as oft diftreſt. 

Yet boldly I expos'd my felf ro harm, 

Andin my En'mies blood my hand was warm. 
But on my %ack I did no wounds receive, 

My ready breaſt met all my Foes durſt give : 
For boldly againſt Fire and Sword I Rood, 

And flights of Arrows which the Sky did cloud : 
On heads of Men, ſlain by zy Sword, I trod, 
And as I mov'd, my ways with Corps I ftrow'd. 
Burt yet the Man that did theſe Congueſts gain, 
Cou'd not, with al his pow'r, his wiſh obtain ; 
With all bis Lawrels won, and Foes o'er-come, 
His Crowns deſert'd, and Trophies tod brought home : 


On? 


(14r) 

One fault did all his former Trinmphs blaſt, -- ' © 
And blotted out their memory ar laſt. | 
The General caſhier d me with a Word, 
And o'er my head broke my once »ſeful Sword. 
And thus in peblick Scorn my Fame expird, 
With the dear purchaſe of my Blood acquir'd, 
O my dear God! had I born Arms for Thee, 
Thy favanr had not thus deſerted me. - 
What Hopes are plac'd on Thee can never fail, 
Firm as an Archor fix'd within the Fas. 
Behind thy Altar then T'll lay my Arms, 
And bid a long adieu to War's alarms. 
But ſoon my mind on Gais was all intent, 
Gaiz to my thoughts ſuch ſweets did repreſent. 
A Ship I bought, which when I fraighted well, 
Abroad I Reer'd, to prrchaſe and to ſel. | 
In both the Indies I expos'd my Ware, 
No Port was known but I had Trafick there : 
For from ſmall Ventures, la-te Acquiſts to gain, 
Was all the bufie Study of my brain. 
Wealth now came flowing in with ſuch a Tide, 
It wou'd not in my ſtraiz'd Cheſts abide. 
My Ships came loaden from the 1»dia»-ſhoar ; 
But next return they periſh'd at my door. 
My Books with Debtors names ſtill larger grew ; 
But they forſwore, and ſo 7 loft my due. 

Thus 


(142) 
Thus Se, made in the Sea, does there decay, 
Thus where 'twas gain'd, my Wealth all melts away. 


How peaceful is the Man, and how ſecure, 
Whom War did neer delight, nor Gain allure ? 
No more ſhall Gain my cheated fancy pleaſe, 
That cannot purchaſe ove ſhort minutes eaſe. 
What ſhall I do, ſince my attempts are vain? 
In Far, no Fame; in Trade, no Wealth T gain. 
Then to the Court I haſtily repair, 

My Fame as ſoon finds kind reception there. 
I'm brought before the King, and kifs his Hand, 
He likes my Perſon, gives me a Command. 
Now grown his Fav'rite, T haveall his Ear ; 
Whate'er I ſpeak, he eagerly does hear : 

And to new Honogrs does me ſtill advance, 
Not the effe&t of werir, but of chance. 

But, whether his miſtake, or my deſert, 

I'm now indeared, and wound into his heart. 
Oft in diſcourſe we ſpent the buſie day, 

And nee regarded how it paſt away. 

Nay, without we, he wou'd not play nor eat, 
Ay preſence gave a reliſh to his meet : 

INo Fav rite eer was dearer to his Prince ; 

No Prince ſuch Favorrs ever did difpenie. 


Sejanns. 


(143) 
Sejanns ral'd not thus his Maſter's Heart ; 
His wary Lord allow'd him but a part : 
Nor Chts's felf cou'd greater Honoxrs have, 
Tho' the World's Conquror was almoſt his Slave. 
This new advancement pleas'd my thoughts, 'tis true, 
( For there are ſecret Charms in all things new. ) 
The Coxrtiers envy, and the Crowds admire 
To ſee the King my Company deſire. 
But, oh! on Kings 'tis Folly to depend, 
Whoſe Pow'r, much moretheir Favours, quickly end. 
The King to Frowns does all his Smiles convert, 
And as he lov'd, ſohates, without deſert. 
His Favoxr ſow'rs to Rage, and I am ſent 
Far from my Native Soil to Bani/hment. 
My fall to Hiſtry adds one Story more, 
A Story I for ever muſt deplore. 
S$:1janus had not a ſeverer fate, 
Nor Chts's happineſs a ſhorter date. 
O God ! how great is their ſecurity, 
Whoſe hopes and wiſhes all are fix'd on thee ? 


Aug. in Pal. 36. 


, Emſahe all other Loves; he is fairer who created 


Heaven and Earth, 


XIV. I ate 


4 sate pw; under his shadow (whom [ 
/2 C 4)w ith great delight. Cant 2. 3- 


- Pigg 


(145) 


XIV. 


I {ate down under his ſhadow (whom I loved) 
with great delight, Cant. ij. 3, 


N a long journey to an unknown Clime, 
Much ground I travel{d, and conſum'd much time 
Till weary grown, computing in my mind, 
I thought the ſhorteſt of my way behind. 
But when I better had ſurvey'd the race, 
I found there ſtill remain'd the greater fpace. 
Then my faint Limbs grew feeble with deſpair, 
Diſcourag'd at a journey ſoſevere : 
With hands and eyes erect, I vent my grief 
To Heav'n, in hope from thenee to find relief, 


Oh ! who will ſhade me from this ſcorching heas ? 
See on my head how the ficrce Sun-beams beat }. 
While by their fervor parch'd, the burning Sand 
Torments my Feet, and ſcarce will let me ftand. 
Then you praiſe, dear Groves, and ſhady Bowers. 
Bleſt with cool Springs, and ſweet refreſhing Flow'rs- 


L _ Then 


-- 3.480 8 I 9 


C 146) 
Then wiſh th'expanded Poplar wou'd ocrſpread, 
Dr leavy Apple ſhade my weary head. 


The God whoſe aid I oft had ſought before, 
As often found, now adds this favour more. 
Whither your haſt defigns, ſays he, I know ; 
Know what you want, and how you want it too. 
I know you ſeek Feruſalem above, 

Thither your life and your endeavours move : 
Bur with the tedious P:/grimage diſmay'd, 
Implore refreſhment from the Apple's ſhade. 
See, ſee, I'come to bring your pains relief ! 
Beneath my ſhadow eaſe your weary grief. 
Behold my Arms ftretch'd on the fatal Tree ! 
With theſe extended boughs Tl cover thee : 
Behold my bleeding feet, my gaping ſiac ! 

In theſe free Coverts thou thy ſelf maiſt hide. 
This ſhade will grant thee thy defir'd repoſe, 
This Tree alone for that kind purpoſe grows. 


Thus ſpoke the God, whoſe favour thus expreſt, 
With ſtrength infpird my limbs, with hope my t 
I raisd my eyes, and there my Love I ſpy'd ; 
But, oh! my Love, my Love was crucify'd ! 

O what a diſmal Scene (I all diſmaid 
Cry'd out) preſents me this unnat'ral Shade. 
Wh 


b- 


She (147) 
What comfort can it yield to wretched me; 
While Thos art hung on this 4ccar ſed Tree ? 
Curs'd Tree ! and more curs'd hand by which 'twasſ@ ! 
The bloody ſtains are reeking on it yet! 
Yet this fair Tree projetts its ſpreading BRoughs, 
And with kind cooling Shades invites repoſe z 
But what it offers ſtill it ſelf denies, 
And more to tears than ſleep inclines my Eyes. 


Bleſt Tree | and happy hand that fix'd thee here | 
That hand deſerves the Honour of a Star ! 
Now, now, my Love, I thy reſemblance know, 
My cool, kind, ſhady reſidence below. 
As the large Apple ſpreads its loaden Boughs, 
From whoſe rare Fruit a pleaſing Liquor flows : 
And, more than all its fellows of the Wood, 
Allows the weary reſt, the hungry food : 
Thus thou art, Lord, my Covert in the heat ; 
My Drink when thirſty, and when hangry, Meat. 
How oft, my Love, how oft with earneſt pray'r, 
Have I invok'd thy Shade, to reſt me there ? 
There penfive I'll bewail my wretched State, 
Like a fad Turtle widow'd of her Mate ; 
I'll bath thy pale dead Lips in a warm flood, 
And from thy Locks I'll waſh the clotted Blood : | 


L 2 Thy 


(148) 
Thy hanging head my hands ſhall gently raiſe, 
And to my cheek I'll lay thy gory face ; 


Thy wounded fide with watry eyes I'll view, 


And as thy blood, my tears ſhall ever flow : 
Flow till my fight, by their kind flood reliev'd, 


With the fad Obje&t be no longer griev'd. 


Yet this oe wownd in me will many make, 
Till proſtrate at thy feet my place I take : 
Then I'll embrace again the fatal Tree, 
And write this fad [»ſcription under thee: 
Two Lovers ſee, who their own Deaths conſpire ! 
She drown: in Tears, while He conſumes in Fire. 


Honorius 


(149) 
Honorius in cap. 2, Cant. apud Delr. 


A ſbadow is made of a body and light, aud is 
the Travellers covert from the heat, his 
protettion from the florm. The Tree of 

. Life, to wit, the Apple-Tree, is the holy 
Croſs; zts Fruit s Chriſt, ts ſhadow the 
refreſhment 4»d defence of Mankind. 


us 


L 3 XV. How 


(150) 


How Shall we 574 He Lords Song | 
a abmnge Land. Pal. 73 3 | 
. | HL" 150 


( r5t ) 


XV. 


How ſhall we fing the Lords Song in a frrange 
Lana? Plal. cxxxviy. 4. 


H 1! why, my Friends am I defird to ling > 
How can I raiſe a »ote, or touch a ſtring ? 
Muafick requires a Soul to mirth inclin'd, 
And ſympathizes with the troubled mind. 


But you reply, Such ſeaſons moſt require 
The kind diverfion of the warbling Lyre ; 
When grief wou'd ftrike you dumb, *'tis time to ſing, 
Then ſtrain the voice, and ſtrike the trembling frivg, 
Leaſt then the mind o'erwhelm'd in ſorrow lie, 
Too much intent on its own miſery. 


You urge, this remedy will grief aſſwage, 
And with examples prove what you aledee. 
You ſay, 'This tunes thy weary Sailors note, 
While o%er long Seas their nimble Veſſels float : 
You ſay, This makes the artful Shepherd play, 
Whoſe tuneful Pipes the tedious hours betray, 
L 4 And 


"(152) 
And that theTrav'ller's journey eafi'lt proves, 
When to the muſick_of his voice he moves, 
And Soldiers when with Night or Labour tir'd 
By ſinging, with new vigour are inſpir'd. 
I'll not perverſly blame this art in chem, 
Nor th' inoffenſiye policy eondemn ; 
But know my tongue, long praftis'd in complaint, 
Is skill'd in grief, in lamentations quaint. 
Scarce my loſt skill cou'd I to praGtice bring, 
And 4»fick ſeem'd a ſtrange unuſual thing ; ' 
And as one blinded long, ſcarce brooks the light, 
So pleafing Ayres my uncouth tongue affright. 
When I my lighted Numbers wou'd retrieve, 
And make the ſpeaking Chords appear to live ; 
When I wou'd raiſe the murmuring Viels voice, 
Or make the Lute jn brisker ſounds gejoice ; 
When on my Pipe attempt a ſhriller note, 
Or join my Harp in conſort with my Threat: 
My Voice (alas! ) m floods of tears is drown'd, 
And boiftrous ſighs diſperſe the fainting ſound. 
Agan to /ing, again to play I try'd ; 
Again my veice, again my hand deny'd ; 
Slow and unaQtive by diſuſe fo long, 
Their Art's forgot both by fy Hand and Tongue : 
And now with theſe allays I try too late 
To mollfe my hard, my rigid Fate. 


| 
#4 
[|] 
| 

; 


Grant 


ne 


( 153) 
Grant I excel['d in 24ſich,, and in Song, 
And warbled ſwift Divifion with my Tongue 
Cou'd I with 1ſraeÞs ſweeteſt Singer vie, 
Or touch the Harp with more ſucceſs than He : 
Will Muſick or Complaint beſt ſuit my woe, 
Who never had more cauſe to weep, than now ? 
But ſorrow has my tuneful Harp unſtrung, . 
And grief's become habitual to my Tongue: 
Nor do the place or time ſuch mirth allow ; 
Bur grant they did, my ſorrows anſwer 0. 
For wou'd you have an exi/d Stranger ſing 
His Country Songs under a Foreign King ? 
Forbear ; my Fate and this /oath'd place conſpire 
To filence me, and hinder your deſire. 
Tears drown my Eyes, exhauſted by my wrongs, 
Then, ah ! how am I fit for jocund Songs? 
Harſh Fortune's wounded Captive kindly ſpare! 
My voice has loſt its pleaſing accents here. | 
Sorrow diſorders and diſtorts my face, 
I cannot give my Songs their former grace. 
Shou'd I begin to ſing or play,  'twou'd be 
Some doleful Emblem of my miſery. 
My thoughts are all on my loſt State intent, 


And cloſe Companions of my Baniſhment. 


Then why am I defir'd to play or fing, 
Now grief has broke my voice, and ſa wicked ev — 


Oh! 


(154) 
Oh! my lov'd Country, when I think on thee; . - 
My Late, my Voice, my Aſind,all loſe their harmony: 
But if to Thee I happily return, 


(monrn. 


Then they ſhall all. zejoice, as much as now they 


(155) 


Aug. Medit. cap. 35. 


0 that I could ſay ſuch things as the 
Hynm-ſinging Choire of "Ang els ! 


Fiow willincly would I pour onth 
my felf i in thy praiſes. ! 


ECSTACIES 


Ic 


_ 
wm 


in 0 Daughter oftrylom 


If” ou find my Beloved, that you tell 
hurt that T am Sick of Love. Cant. 5.8. 
| P.156 


(9). 


ECSTACIES 


OF THE 
ENAMOURD SOUL. 
; BOOK the Third. 


| 
I charge you, O Daughters of Jeruſalem, if 
you find my Beloved, that you tell him that 
1 am ſick of Love, Cant. v. 8. 


Leſt Reſidents in thoſe bright Cowrts above = 
Thoſe Starry Temples where you Sing and Love : 
By facred Verſe I you adjure and bind, 
If by a happy chance my Love you find; 
To him my ſtrong, my reſtleſs Paſſion bear, 
And gently whiſper't in bis facred Ear ; 
How I each moment in ſoft Sighs expire, 
nd languiſh in the Flames of my Deſire. 
How I am ſcorch'd in Love's fierce torrid Zone, 


is withering Flow'rs before the raging Sun. £ 
or 


(153) 
For ſcattering round his Darts, among the reſt 
He ſhot himſelf into my love-ſick breaſt ; 


Through blocd and bones the ſhaft like lightning ſtole 


And with ſtrange infl'ence ſeiz'd my melting Soul 
Now in a flame unquenchable I burn, 

And feel my breaſt another. «ta turn. 

If a more full account he wou'd receive, 

( For Lovers always are inquiſitive: ) 

Tell him how pale, how languiſhing I look, 
And how I famted when I wou'd have ſpoke. 

It he enquires what pace my Feaver moves, 

Oh! tell him, I no Feaver feel, but Love's : 

Or if he asks what danger of my death, 

Tell him—-- I cou'd not tell, for want of breath. 
Tell him no meſſage you from me relate, 

But gaſping ſounds, that ſpoke approaching Fate. 
Yet, if he queſtions how in death I look, - 

Say how my Beaxty Ins my face forſook. 

Say how I'm ftrangely all transform'd with woe, 
That he my ſuff rings and their cauſe may know. 
Tell him I lie ſeiz?d with a deadly ſwound, 

A bloodleſs Corps ſtretch'd on the naked ground. 
Tell him my ezes ſwim round my dizzy head, 
And on my breaſt my feeble hands are pred, 
The Coral of my Lips grows ſickly pale, 

And on my Chesks the withering Roſes fall ; 


My 


le 


My 


(159) 
My Veins, tho' chaf' 'd, have loſt their azure hue; 
And their decay ſhews Nature failing too: 

Nor any ſigns expreſs remaining life, 

But the wor/# ſymptoms, ſighs that vent my grief. 
And yet I cannot any reaſon feign, 

Why, tho' »»hwrt, fo often I complain: 

Unleſs ſome treach'rous Sigh unruly prove, 
Betray my bluſhing Soul, and own 'tis Love. 
This, this was ſure my ſorrows only cauſe ; 

I low, yet knew not what a Lover was. 

This Fom my breaſt extorted frequent ſighs, 
And preſt the tears from my oerflowing eyes. 
This was the cauſe, that when I ſtrove to frame 
Remote Diſconyſe, it ended with his Name. 

Oh! then 
Tell the lov'd ObjefF of my thought and eye, 

Howl his Martyr ahd his Yi&m die. 

Diſtill'd in Love's Alembick,, I expire, 

Parch'd up, like Roſes, by too warm a fire ; 

Or dry'd, like Likes, which have long in vain 
Begg the refreſhment of a gentle Rain. 

Tell Him, the caxſe of all my grief will prove, 
Without his help, my death ; for, oh! 'tis LOVE. 


Rupert, in Cant. 
Tell bim, That 1 am fick of Love, through the greet defire ! 
have of ſeeing. bis face : Iendure the wearineſs of life, and 
I can kardly bear the delay of my preſem Exile, i 
. Stay 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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with apples, orT am fu ec E of L ove 
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Stay me with Flagons, comfort me with Apples, 
for T am ſick of Love, Cant. jj. - | 


| © wo ſtrangely, Love,doft thou my will controul; 
2 Thou pleaſing Tyrant bf my taptiv'd Soul ! 

Oh ! wou'dſt thon have thy welcom torments /«f# 
Slacken their heat, for / conſwme too faſt. 

' Onother Hearts thy fiery Arrows ſhow'r, 

For mine (alas!) has now no room for more. 


O ſpare thy own Artilf ry, and my breath! 

For the next ſhaft comes wing'd with certain Death: 
Oh ! I am loſt, and from: my ſelf eſtrang'd, 

To Love, my voice ; to Love, my blood is chang 'd: 
From part to part inſenfibly he ſtole, 

Till the ſly Congwror had ſubdu'd the whole, 


Alas ! will no 6ne pity my diſtreſs > 
Will neither Earth nor Heav'n afford redreſs? 
Canſt Thox, the Author of my miſeries, 
Canſt Thou behold me witli relentleſs eyes? 


(162) 
Oh! haſte, you bright Inhabitants above, 
My fellow-Patients in this charming Love ; 
Rifle the Gardens, and diſtobe the Fields, 
Bring all the Treaſure Natures Store-houſe yields ; 
Bind fragrant Roſe-bnds to my Temples firſt, 
Then with coo! Apples quench my fiery thirſt. 
Theſe may allay the Feaver of my Blood. 
Oh no! there's nothing, nothing does me good. 
Againſt Loves force what Salvecan Roſes make, 
Since ev n themſelves may hide the pors nous Snake * 
And Apples ſure can ſmall aſſiſtance give, 
In one of them th'Old Serpent did deceive. 
O then ! to ſlacken this tormenting hire, 
The Roſe of Sharon only I deſire : 
And for an Apple to aſlwage my grief, 
Give it, oh! give it from the Tree of Life / 
Then ſtrow them gently on my Virgin-bed ! 
And as the withering Roſe declines its head, 
Compos'd to Death's long ſleep my reſt I'll take, 
Dreans of my Love, and in his arms awake. 


(163). 


Gillen in Cant. cap. 2; 
It is certainly a good languiſhment, when the 
. Diſeaſe is not to Death, but Life, that 
God may be glorified by it + when that 
Heat and Feaver does not proceed from 4 
conſuming, but rather from an improving 


fire. 


ma 


My Beloved is mine, and Tam his: 
= edeth among the Lillics 


Cank 3 160 


P. 26 4. 


IT. 


My Beloved i mine, and Tam his; he feeaeth 
among the Lilies, Cant. ij. 16. 


Leſt ſouls, whoſe hearts burn with ſuch equal fire, 
As never, but together, will expire! ' 
To yoxr content | wau'd not Crowns prefer, 
For all Heav'ns Bleſſings are dilated there : 
And when with equal flames two Souls engage, 
That happy minute is Love's golden Age. 
Such bliſs I wiſh'd, when Love at firſt poflsſt, 
And ſpread his Enſigns o%er my trembling breaſt : 
How oft I pray'd, wheneer in LoveI burn, 
Grant me, great Powr, to find a juſt return ! 
The God return'd this anſwer to my prayr, 
Love firſt, and never then of Love deſpair ! 
The ſudden Sound invades my frightned ear, 
I trembled when I knew the God was near. 
Is it thy Will, Almighty Love (Icryd) 
To liſt a Soldier, in thy Wars untry'd > 
'Tis true, my fe/low-AHaids have told me long 
The promisd Foys of thy adoring throng : 
& M 2 But 


(166 | 

But oft my Nwrſe, acquainted with the cheat, 
Told me, *"twas all delxſion and deceit ; 
And that the Oracle too true wou'd prove, 
Which thus declar'd the ill effefts of Love : 
«< Num'rous as Atho's Hares, or Hybla's Swarms, 
* Or Olive-berries on the loaden Tree, 
* Oras the Shells, or Sands, are Love's allarms, 
*« Abounding ſtill with fear and milery. 
For {till this fear the wretches entertain, 
Leſt all their Love ſhou'd meet unjuſt Di/dain. 
Of happy Lovers no Records can boaſt ; 
Their bliſs was comnterfeit, or ſhort at moſt : 
The airy God's unſettled motion ſhews 
That Love's a Tide that always ebbs and flows. 

Go thenand truſt thoſe dying flames that will, 
Since Love's a wand'rer and wxcert ain (till, 
* Than his own feathers is he lighter far, 
* And all his promis'd Faith but empty air. 
By Oaths and Vows [et no one be betrayd, 
Which vaniſh in the breath with which th'are made. 
His cheeks are with unuſual bluſhes dreſt, 
And his quick flight, this mighty truth coufeſt ; 
And now his fraxd, and treachery | knew, 
Toall his pow'r I bid a laſt adies. 

To Thee, thou hear n-born Love, my Soul I'll join, 
Be thou my Flame, Deas Lord! and 14 be thine ! 


While 


(167) 
While day and »ght ſucceſſively return, 

Our mwtual fires ſhall never ceaſe to burn, 

'O the ſweet balmdiſtilling from each kiſs ! 
How vaſt the pleaſure, how divine the bliſs ! 
What new delights from heav'nly Love ſtill flow, 
They only, who enjoy the Bleſſing, know. 
But, oh!:to leve, or to belov/d of Thee, 
1s the great myſt'ry of Felicity : 

And, more t'inhance and recommend the joy, 
Tisſuch as time does brighten, not deſtroy. 
My Love, my Life in Thee all Hybla's Sweets, 
In Thee all Ophir's richeſt Treaſyre meets. 
With what repeated Ecſtacies poſleſt, 
We vent our paſſions in each others breaſt ! 
O how unſpeakable's the bliſs to me, 
To loſe my ſelf in thoughts of its Eternity ! 
This Love is (ubje& to no anxious cares, 
Too bleſt for troubleg, too ſecure for fears. 
In Paraaices of 3:tBur it feeds, 
Where whiteſt Lilies deck th'enamelVd Meads : 
Among which Emblems of our pure defires, 
We in chaſt pleaſures quench our mutual fires. 


Bernard. in Cant. Serm. 7 1. 


in, } 7how who heareft, or readeſt this, take care to have 
the Lilies in thee, if thou wouldſt have this dweller 
hile among the Lilies viſit thee. | 
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(169) 


IV. 


I am my Beloved's, and his deſire is towards 
me, Cant. vij. 10; 


Hro' the thick ſhades of a cool Cypreſs G ee, 
Weeping I wander'd to bewail my Love; 
A briny torrent rowl'd adown my breaſt, 
And weighty grief my finking Soul oppreſt. 
In my ad Arms an Ivory Lute I bore, 
My ſorrows ſure Phyſician heretofore. 
. Tird with my grief, on a ſoft Turf I reſt, 
And thys unload my over-burthen'd breaſt. 


Muſt I my days conſume in loneſom grief, 
And cruel Love deny me all relief ? 
O let that curſe attend my Enemies, 
Be they ſtill Strangers to Love's envy'd BliG! 
« For not to /ove, is ſurely not to live, 
« Since Life's chief bleſſings we in Love receive: 
* The whole deſign of /iving is to love, 
<« And wholeves moſt, does beſt his life improve. 


Bodies 


(170) 

Bodies of Earth down to their centre tend 
And Seeds of Fire to theirs above aſcend. 
Soour ſoft hearts to Love are ſtill inclin'd, 
Urg'd by a vilent unpulſe of the mind. 

E'vn :xe too, kindled by an innate flaine, . 
Is eager to deſerve a Lowers name. 
But where ſhall I my kindling Flames impart, 
Where yield the Virgin-fortreſs of my heart? 
Shall I defcend to a /aw mortal love, 

1, the Companion of bleſt Minds above ? 

Or ſhall I with i»feriorrr Creatures ſport, 
Whom their Creator not diſdains to court ? 
No, no, my Soul, fix thou thy thoughts on high ; 
Thou haſt no equal march beneath the Sky. 
My Fhmen ſhall no other Torches bear, 

Than what have each been lighted at a Star. 
Azgels ſhall my Epithalamium ſong, 
Conduiling me in triumph to their King. 

Him, Him alone of all I can approve 

The nobleſt object of the pureſt Love. 

lis dear-lov'd Image ſtill ſalutes my eye, 

Nor can his 4bſexce this delight deny. 

No envious diſtance can prevail ro part 

His dear reſembling Impreſs from my heart. 
With him, methinks, in ſweet diſcourſe I walk, 
Pleas'd with rhe found of his imagin'd talk. 


$9, 


(171) 
So, by ſtrange ſympathy, the faithful Stee? 
Does the lov'd Pole's magnetick inflYence feel, 
By whoſe kind condutt the ſafe Py/ot Reers 
A ſteddy courſe, rill the wiſh'd Port appears. 
So the fond Hyacinth purſues the Sun, 


Pleas d at his riſe, griev/d when his race is done: 


So is He waited on by the pale oor, 

Who from his beams refleftion guilds her own. 
Like theſe, Almighty Love, to Thee I flie ; 
If thou withdraw ſt thy face, I pine, I die. 

O then, ſince all my joys on that depend, 

Let the bleſt Viſion never never end! 


The 


(172) 
T he ſame, by another Hand. 


Cypreſs Grove (whoſe melancholly ſhade 

To ſute the temper of the ſad was made) 
I choſe for my retreat, there laid me down, 
Hoping my Sorrows in my Tears to drown : 
They vainly flow'd ; and now oerwhelm'd with grief 
From Muficks charming founds I ſought relief. 
This Song compos'd, I ſtrike my Lyre, and ſing, 
Soft Notes rebounding from each filver String, 
Ah ! ſhall my waſted days no paſſion crown ; 
And muſt my empty years roul uſeleſs on ! 
So hard a fate I'd wiſh my greateſt foes ; 
He lives not, wha the flames of Love ne'er knows : 
Stupid his Soul lies hid in darkeſt night, : 
Who is not chear?d with Loves tranſpiercing light : 
He bears no Image of the God above, 
Whoſe icy breaſt's inſenſible to Love. 
The pond'rous Earth, by'ts proper weight depreſt, 
Beneath all other Elements doth reſt ; 
While pointed Flames do thro' the ſolid maſs 
Force their bright way, and unreſiſted paſs : 
So thro the ſolid lump of Man, the Soul 
Sends forth thoſe fires that all the frame controul ; 

And 


(7) 
And his defires do hurry him away, 
Where-eer thoſe flames dire th'obedient Clay. 
And now I feel an »nknown warmth all or; 
I burn, I melt, 6» know not from what Pow'r : 
Theſe ſharp quick fires are urg'd thro? ev'ry ven, 
Minglmg at once ſuch Plca/wre and ſuch Pain. 
Ah ! whither will this furious paſſion drive > 
( In vain againſt Zove's raging force we ſtrive. ) 
Shall my aſpiring Soul, like vulgar hearts, 
Complain of ſhameful wounds from Cupid's Darts * 
If I ſhou'd be embrac'd by mortal arms, 
They'd fade my Beauties, ſully all my Charms: 
My riſing Mind ſoars vaſt degrees above 
Terreſtrial Charms, they're mach beneath my Lore + 
Theſe groſs deſires my pnrer Soxl diſdains; 
She'll be Hrs Sponſe who ev/ry Being frames. 
Agnes, of Rome the wonder and the pride, | 
Her Charms to mn Auſonian Tomth deny*d, C 
And in theſe terms refus'd to be his Briae - 
* IfI have kindled fires within your breaſt, 
* Icannot gra», but pity your requeſt : 
** Nor can you juſtly my refuſal blame, 
« Since | burn with a much 4divizer flame ; 
& For my Creator hath engag'd my heart, 
+ My Soul from ſuch a Spouſe can ne'er depart : 


« Hs 
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Cara) 

«' His lovely Image ſtill is tn my fight, 

< And at this diſtance He's my ſole delight : 

< In abſence we converſe ; I ſpeak in Pray'rs, 
< And he in abſence charms my liſtning ears. 
So by the Zoadſtones unſeen wondrous force 
The faithful Needle ſteers the Seamans courſe: 
Tow rds its lov'd North it conſtantly doth rife, 
Guiding their ſecret Courſe, where-e'er it lies. 
So does the Flow'r of Phebas twice a day 

Turn tow 'rds her Sx, and her giad leaves diſplay. 
Fair Cynthia thus regards her Brother's Beams, 
Renews her Beaxty from his borrow'd flames. 


' Tam thy Chtie (Spouſe) thou art my Sun, 


I Cynthia, always tow'rds thy light muſt run. 

My Spouſe, my Helice, with longing I | (flie. 
( Where-cer thou draw'ſt) tow'rds thee in raptures 
What wonderif in mutual Love Ye burn, 

Since Sree! can tow'rds the ſenſeleſs Loadſione turn z 


% 
Bernard. 


C175) 


Bernard, Medit. cap. 9. 


My Heart paſſes through many things, 
ſeeking about where it may take its 
reſt ; but finds nothing that pleaſes 
it, till it returns to God. 


V. 6 
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| 
| 
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Soul melted as my Beloved ſpoke, 
Cant. v. 6. 


Hat hills, what wh what deſartshavel trod, 
Only for one ſhort view of Thee, my God » 
How for one word from thoſe dear Lips of Thine, 
My feet a tireſom Pilgrimage injoin ! 
Ofer craggy Rocks of ſuch ſtupendious height, 
Ttraſcent does ev'n the climbing Deer afright : 
Tet cannot my unwearied haſte delay, 
For mighty Love conduits me all the way. 
Tho' from theſe heights I all things elſe deſcry, 
The dear-lov'd Objeft ſhuns my longing eye. 
Diſtratted then, thro ev'ry Den I rave, 
Search each Receſs, and viſit ev'ry Cave. 
In vain thoſe unfrequented paths I wear, 
I only find thou art a Stranger there. 
Sometimes into the open Plain I rove, 
But there am loſt in Error as in Love. 
To Heav'nIlook, and thro' the Fields complain, 
But both unkindly anſwer not again. . 
N Wandring 
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wandring from thence I find a ſhady Vale, 

There on my Love (but ſtill in vain) I call, 

Not far from hence a cloſe thick Covert grows, 
Where panting Breaſts fly for a cool repoſe : 

Here, here, ſaid I, perhaps He's laid to reſt ; 

- But, oh! no ſign of Thee was here impreſt. 
Then, ſtung with paſſion, and o'erwhelm'd with grief, 
I coaſt the Shoar, and thence expe relief, 

Here a high Tow'r exalts its lofty head, 

By whoſe kind light the wandring Sailor's led : 
Heyel aſcend, and view the Ocean round, 

While my complaints oer all the Shoar reſound : 
Tell me, you Shoars, you Seas, and tell me true, 
Is not my Love conceal'd in ſome of Tow ? 

As to each other you wow'd conſtant be, 

Diſcover, and be juſt to Love aud me! 

Scarce had the Shoar receiv'd the mournful noiſe, 
When it return'd a loud redoubled voice ; 

But that ſome ſporting Eccho I believe, 

That fools the wretch'd, and dallies with their grief, 
Again the Shoar I rend; the Shoar does hear, 

And the kind woice again ſalutes my ear : 

A woice, a well-known woice ! 'twas Thine, my Life, 
Whoſe pleaſing accents ſoon diſpell'd my griet. 
Now I reviv'd : One ſuch immortal breath 

Had pow'r enough to re/cxe me from death. 


Thy 


(179 
Thy vice, like Lightning, unperceiv'd, unfelr, 
By a ſtrange inflence thro' the Soul can melt. 
So thy Diſciples hearts were fir d within, 
When on the way thou didſt diſcourſe begin ; 
The ſecret Charms of Thy prevailing woice 
Caus'd wnaccountable, yet mighty Joys. 
;T was the ſame hear »ly ſound that anſwer d me, 
And all diffolv'd me into Ecſtacy. 
That kindled ſuch a fire within my Soul, 
Whoſe ardent heat-an Ocean cannot cool. 
See how my melting paſſions haſt and run, 
Like Virgin-wax before the ſcorching Sw ! 
O might I be fo bleſt to mix with Thee, 
Our Life the ſame, the ſame our Love ſhou'd be. 


Avg. Soliloq. cap. 34- 


What us this that I feel ? what fire is it that warms 
ap ane] ? what light is it tha a go om it? O 
re — always burneſt, and art never extin- 

the d ! dothou'in me | 
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Whom have T in Heaven butthee? 
and there tf none upon Earth that 


T deſire mm CompansSon of thee . 
Pal. 73. 24- = 
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; V 2 
Whom have 1 in Heaven but thee? aud there 


# none upon Earth that T deſire in compa« 
riſon of thee, Plal, Ixxitj. 24. 


Hat ſhall I ſcek, great God, in Hearn above, 
Or Earth, or Sea, whereon to fix my love? 
Tho' I ſhou'd ranſack Heav's, and Earth, and Sea, 
All they can boaſt, is nothing without Thee, | 
I know what mighty Foys in Heav'n abound, 
What Treaſures in the Earth and Sea are found 3 
Yet without Thee, my Love ! tenrich their ſtore, 
All, all their glories are but mean and poor. 
O Heav'n! O Earth! O vaſt capacious Main! 
Three famous Realms where Wealth and Plenty reign ! 
Tho' in one heap your triple pleaſures lay, 
They were no pleaſures, were my Lord away. 
My thoughts, Iown, haveoften rad the Deep, 
mn Earth and Heav/n, and in no bounds wou'd 
ep ; 
But when they wandred the Creation round, 
No equal Objeft in the Whole they found. 
N 3 Sorme= 
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(: 132 d> 
Sometimes I thought to rip the pregnant Earth, 
And give its rich and long-born burthen birth ; 
Gol, Sitver, Braſs, ſeeds of the ſhining Vein, 
And each bright produdt of the fertile Mine : 
For theſe we dig and tear our Mother's Womb, 
Till for our boundleſs Treaſures we want room : 
To what advantage? Tho', o'ercharg'd with Gold, 
Your burſting Coffers can't their burthen hold 3 
Yet this can ner your troubled mind appeaſe, 
Nor buy your ſorrows ev'n a minutes eaſe. 


Here diſappointed, to the Deep I go, 
Whoſe ſecret Chambers dusky Indians know. 
Pleas d with its Gemmy ſtore my ſelf to load, 
I dive, and viſit its conceal'd abode: 

Then the ſcarce Burret ſeek, whoſe bloods rich dye 
Is the great Ornament of Majeſty. 

Then ſcatter'd-Pearls I gather on the ſhoar 
Where rich Fhdaſpes calts his ſhining oar. 


Alas! theſe Fewels brought from ſeveral Coaſts 
All that each River, or the Ocean boaſts; 
The Saphyr, Faſper, and the Chryſalire, 
Can't quench my thirſt, or ſtay my appetite. 
Then, fince the Earthand Sea content deny, 
Heawv/ns lofty Fabrick I reſolve to try. 


With 


| (187) 
With wonder I the vaſt Machine ſurvey; 
With glorious Stars all ſtudded, bright and gay : 
Amazd their till mnalter'd conſe I view, - 
And how their daily motions they renevww. 
But among all the Penſle-fires above, 
None warm'd my breaſt, none raisd my Sol to loves 
But I beheld at 45ftance from below : 
Then farewe! Earth, up to their Or6-T go. 
Now /eſ#ning Cities leave my diſtant, fight, 
And now the Eaxrths whole Globe is vaniſh'd quite; 
Above the Sn and Planets T am born, 
And there inferior Influences ſcorn. 
Now the bright pavement of the Stars I tread, 
Once the high cov'ring of my humble head. 
Now o'er the lofty flaming Wall I flie, 
And Heav'ns bright Court lies open to my eye. 
Now curious Crowds of the wing'd Quire above 
Tow'rds the new geſt with dazling iplendor move : 
Hymns well compos'd to As Divine they ſing, 
New tune their Harps, and ſcrue upev'ry String ; 
Then in brisk Notes triumphant Anthems play, 
While Hear: reſounds, as if 'twere Holy-day. 


O glorious Manſions fll'd with ſp:ining fires ! 
O Coxrts fig only for your Starry Quares ! 


N 4 My 


(184) 

My raviſh'd Soul's in ftrangeamazement loſt ; 
Sure xo delight is wanting on this Coaſt. 

Ah! — Said I, »s delight was wanting here ? 
Yes, you want Al; alas! you want my Dear. 
Farewel you Stars, and you bright Forms adieu ; 
My bus'neſs here was with my Love, not yow. 
There's nothing good below without my Love, 
Nor any thing worth a faint #/:/þ above. 


One World ſabdwd, the Congsror did deplore 
That Niggard Fate had not allow'd him more: 
My vaſter thoughts 4 thouſand Worlds deſpiſe, 
Nor loſe one wiſh on ſuch a worthleſs prize. 

Not all the Univerſe from Pole to Pole, 

Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, can fill my boundleſs SouL 
What neither Earth's wide limits can contain, 

Nor the large Empire of the ſpreading Mair ; 

Nor Heav'n, whoſe vaſter Globe does both incloſe; 
That's the ſole Objeft my Ambition knows. 

Till now, alas! my Soul at ſhadows caught, 
Andalways was deceiv/din what it ſought : 

Thos, Lord, alone art Heav'n, Earth, Sea, to me : 
Then, Lord, art All, all othing without Thee. 


Aug. 


(185) 


Aug. Solilog. cap. 20. 


Whatever i contained within the compaſs of 


Heaven, is beneath the Soul 


Max, 


which was made to 5-4 the chiefeſt Good 


above, in whoſe þ 
happy. | 


_ alone it cax be 
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Wo rs me, that Lam constrained to 
awell with Me ch, and to have 
my habitat among the tents 


of Kedar. Pal. 225. 4. 
£ 216-. 


(187) 


VIE. 


Wo is me, that I am conſtr ained 10 dwell with 
Meſech, and to have my habitation among 
the tents of Kedar ! Plal. Cxx. 4. 


Till does the Sun with uſual motion ſteer 
The revolutions of the circling Year > 

Or Gibeons wondrows Solſtice is renew'd, 
When at the mighty Joſhua's beck, he ſtood ? 
Or is his mation now grown Retrogade, 
As when he turn'd the Hebrew Dial 's ſhade ? 
Why elſe ſhou'd I, who now am paſt the Age 
Allow'd to tread this Worlds unhappy Stage > 
Why ſhou'd I be deny'd an Exit, now 
I've play'd my part, and have no more-to do ? 
Is there on Earth a Bleſſing to repair 
Th'injurious force of my detainer there 2 
How wou'd I welcom any fav'ring death, 
To eaſe me of the burthen of my breath ? 
By one ſure ſtroke, kind Fate, my Soul reprieve ! 
For 'tis continual dying here to live. 


Here 


(183) 
Here our chief Bliſs is an uncertain Joy, 
Whach ſwift viciffitudes of ill deſtroy: 
Juſt as the Sun, who rifing bright and gay, 
In Clouds and Show'rs concludes the weeping day. 
So boiſterous guſts oft tender Flow'rs invade, 
By tempting Winds too ſoon abroad betray d. 


Here, envious of each others ſettlement, 
All things contend each other to ſupplant. 
The ſecond minute drives the firſt away, 
Azd Night's impatient to ſucceed the Day : 
The eager Summer thinks the Spring too long, 
And Autumn frets that Summer zs not gone : 
But Autumn's ſelf to Winter muſt give way, 
Leſt its cold Froſts oertake and puniſh his delay. 


Behold yon Sea, how ſmooth, without « frown ? 
See, while I ſpeak, how curÞ'd, how rough 'tis grown ? 
| Look, how ſerene'sthe Sky, how calm: the air ? 

Now, hark, it thanders round the Hemiſphere ? 
This great unconſtancy of humane State 
Corrupts each minute of our happy Fate. 
Bur, oh ! the worſt of ills is ſtill behind, 
The rav'nous converſe with our beaſtly kind. ' 
Sare Nature firſt in anger did intend 
A plague of Monſters ver the world to ſend ; 
Then 


{ Cu89) 
Then brought forth ber moſt brutiſh Off-ſpriug Meri, * 
And turn'd each houſe into a ſavage den, 
Is this rapacious ſpecies we may find 
All that's deſtrultive in the preying kind ; 
Lion, Wolf, Tyger, Bear, and Crocodile, 
Strong to devour, and cunning to beguile: 
Theſe Beaſts are /ed to prey by appetite, 
And that once pleas'd, no more in blood delight ; 
But Man, like Hell, has an inſatiate thirſt, 
And ſtill is keeneſt when ſo full to burſt. 
This raiſes Fraud, makes Treach'ry fine and gay, 
While baniſh'd J#ftice flies diſrob'd away : 
This fills the World with loud allarms of War, 
And turns the peaceful Plow-ſhare toa hoſtile Spear. 
Who wou'd be ſlave to ſuch a tyrant Life, 
Thar ſtill engages him in Noiſe and Strife > 
Long ſince, alas ! I did my Years compleat, 
And ſerv'd for freedom, ſtill deny'd by Fate. 
When I compute to what a p:i- amount 
My miſpent days, I'm bankrupt in th?account. 
Oh ! what ſtrange frenzy does thoſe men poſſeſy 
Who raſhly deem long life a happineſs ? 
They ſure are ſtrangers to the Joys above, 
Who more than Home a wretched Exile love. 
But Heav's's remote, and its far-d:/tavt bliſs 
Appears minute to our miſtaken Eyes. 

x Ab! 


ws On 


(196;) 
Ah! why, my Country, art thou placd fo far; 
That I am ſtill a tediows wanderer ? 


Happier the Exiles of old Heathen Rome, 
Whom only 7iber did divide from home ! 
While to remoter baniſhment deſign'd, 

A vaſt Abyſs 'twixt Heav'n and wel find. 
The Hebrew ſlaves were freed i'th' Jubilee ; 
Unhappier YVaſſ#/ ! I ſhall neer be free. 

The ſwift fore-runner of the welcom Spring 
Finds after Winter's cold a time to ſing : 

She who did long in dark receſſes lie, | 
Now flies abroad and reſalutes the Sky. 

Bur ſtill I live excluded from above, 

Deny'd the Objeft of my Blifs and Love. 
Haſte, baſte, »:y God, and take me up to Thee ; 
There let me live, where I was wade to be : 

Or if my Body's freedoms not deſign'd, 

So ſoon, at leaſt, I will be there in 1nd. 


Aug. 


(Oxg1) 


Aug. Serm. 43. 


There are two tormentors of the Soul, which 
do not torture it together, but by turns; 
their names are Fear and Grief : When 
it £5 well with you, you fear ; when ill, 

you grieve, 
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VIIE. 


0 wretched man that I am ! who (hall deliver 
me from the body of this death? Rom.v1j.24« 


—_—  — — 


WW Here are the loſt delights for which I grieve, 
But which my ſorrows never can retrieve ? 
Such vaſt delights —but mention not the loſs, 
Whoſe fad remembrante is thy greateſt croſs : 
And Fate is kindeſt when it robs us fo, 
To take away our ſenſe of ſuffering too. 
On our firſ# Parents folly we exclaim, 
As if They only were, as firſt, to blame : 
On Eve and Adam we diſcharge our rage; 
And thus expoſe our naked Parentage. 
Tho' thou who thy Firſt Parents doſt condemn, 
Thou ought'ſ to blame thy ſelf as well as them. d 
When Lifeat one raſh Caſt was thrown away», 
Thon didft, as well as thy Forefather, play. 
But I (alaſs!.) condemn not them alone, 
Nor while I mind their fall, forget my own. 
With Eve I was conſenting to the cheat, 
Impos'd en Aa, and helpt him to eat. 
| Q Hence 


| 


(194) 

Hence I my nakedneſs and ſhame deriv'd, 

And skins of Beaſts to cover both receiv'd : 

Was from my forfeit Eden juſtly driv'n, 

The curſe of Earth, and the contempt of Heav'». 
Nor do I now the general loſs bemoan ; 

My grief's too little to bewail -zy own. 

The tragick ſtory from my Birth ['ll take, 

For early grief did my firſt filence break. 

*Twas F«ly's Month, the lovelieit of the Year, 

( Tho' all my Life December did appear : ) 

The Twenty-ſeventh ; Oh 1 had it been my laſt, 

I had not mourn'd, nor that made too much haſte. 
That was the fatal day that gave me breath, 
Which prov'd almoſt my teeming Parent's death ; 
And ftill, as then, to her (alas!) I've been 

A true Benoni, not a Bemjamin. 

No ſooner was I for the Cradle dreſt, 

But a ſtrange horror all around pofleft ; 

Who with one dire prophetick voice preſage 

Th attending ms ries of my growing age. 

Why did(t thou give me life, more fatal v 
Than that which took th's Egyptian Males away ? 


'* No more be numbred in the Calendar, 


But in thy place Net a large blot appear ! 

Or if thou muſt thy a»n»a/ fation keep, 

Let each hour thunder, and each minute weep ! 

Lit 


—C  T_ ae ea. 


Lit 


| >, 2 | 
Let, as on Cain, ſome mark be fix*d on Thee, 
That giving Life, didſt worſe than murder me. 
Now, Friends, I find your fatal Ag?) true ; 
My woes each other, like my hours purſe. 
Hence the large ſources of my tears ariſe, 

And no dry minute wipes my flowing eyes. 
No ſooner hadI left my childiſh Plays, 

The harmleſs paſtimes of my happieſt Day: : 
Now paſt a Child, yer ſtill in Judgment fo, 

I ſtudy'd firit what I was not to know. 

And my firit grief was to lament my Fate, 
And yet 'twas feldom I had time for that. 

My ſtubborn Soul a long reſiſtance made, 
Impatient thus by Natzre to be ſway'd : 

Ofc ſtrove to Heav's to raife its lofty flight, 
As oft ſuppreſt by its groſs Body's weight : 
But what it cou'd not reach, its eyes purſue ; 
Then cry?d, Ah God ! and ſhed a briny dew. 
Twice more it wou'd repeat the pleaſing noiſe, 
But ſtruggling ſtghs reſtrain'd th'mmpriſon'd voice. 
Such ſure were felt in Babels Monarchs breaſt, 
When of his Throne and Nature diſpoſſeſt : 
But conquer'd Patience yields ar laſt to Grief, 
And thus I vent my wo, and beg beef. 


Q > Bleſb 


(196) 

Bleſt Author of my Life, hear my complaint, 
And free this Captive from its loath'd reſtraint ! 
Speak but the word, thy Servant ſhall be free ! 
Thou mad /# me thus, O thus #»body me ! 

Or if thou wilt not this relief afford, 

Grant ſome kind Poiſon, or ſome friendly Sword! 

Dying Id hog the Author of my Death, 

And beg his pardon with my lateſt breath. 

But to fave man the gxi/t, ſend ſome Diſeaſe ! 

Death in the moſt affrighting ſhape will pleaſe. . 

Were I to a&t Perillx's ſcorching Scene, 

I ſhou'd rejoice to hear my ſelf complain. 

Oh Heav'n ! my patience is o'ercome by grief ! 

Is there above no ſuccour, no relief : 

The mercy Death is all I thee implore : 

Lord! grant it ſoon, leſt I blaſpheme thy pow'r. 

When for diſpatch tormented wretches pray, 

No crwelty's fo barb'rous as delay. 

Why am I to this noiſom Carcaſe ty'd, 

Whoſe ſtench is death in all its ghaſtly pride > 
Then ſpeak the word, and I ſhall ſoon be free ; 

Thou form'dſt me thus, O ths unbody me ! 


Amb. 


mb. 


(197) 


Amb. in Pal. cxvij. 


| How does that Soul live, that is ttt- 
cloſed in a covering of Death ? 
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IX. 


I amin a ftraight between two, having @ de- 
ſire to be diſſolved, and to be with Chriſt, 
Philip. i. 23. 


Ow ſhall I do to fix my dowbtful Love > 
Shall I remain below, or ſoar above ? 

Here Earth derains me, and retards my flight ; 
There Heav/n invites me to ſublime delight : 
Heav'n calls aloud, and bids me haſte away; 
While Earth allures, and gently whiſpers, / a» ! 
But hence thou fly Inchantreſs of my heart ! 
I'll break thy fetters, and deſpiſe thy art. _ 
Haſte, haſte, kind Fate, unlock my Priſon door ! 
Wers I releas'd, how I aloft wou'd ſoar » 
See, Lord ! my ſtruggling arms tow'rds Thee are ſen, 
And ftrive to graſp thee in their wide extent, 
Oh ! had Ipow'r to mount above the Pole, 
And touch the Center of my longing Soul ! 
Tho' torn in ſunder by the flight I be, 
I'd looſe one half, might tether reach but Thee. 


Ox But 


( 200) 
But thou above derid'ſt my weak deſigns, 
And ſtill oppoſeſt what thy word injoins. 
Vainly I beg what thou doſt ſtill deny, 
And ſtretch my hands to reach what's plac'd too high. 
Oft to my ſelf falſe Hopes of Thee I feign, 
And think thou kindly com'ſ to break my Chain. 
Now, naw, I cry, my Soul ſhall ſoar above! 
But this (alas! ) was all diſſembled Love. 
Sure this belief ſome pity might obtain ; 
Thou ſhou'dfſt at leaſt for this have broke my Chain. 
But if I'm ſtill confind, my Wings Ill try ; 
And if I fail, in great attempts I ae. 


But ſee! He comes, and as he glidesalong, 
He beckons me, and ſeems to ſay, Come 07. 
T'11 riſe, and flie into his lov'd embrace, 
And ſnatcha kiſs, a thouſand, from his face. 
Now, now he's near, his ſacred Robe touch, 
And [ ſhall graſp him at the next approach : 
But he (alas!) has mock'd my vain deſign, 
And fled theſe arms, theſe (lighted arms of mine : 
For tho' the diſtance neer o little be, 
It feems th'Extremes of the vaſt Globe to me. 
Thus does my Love my longing tantalize, 
And bids me follow, while too faſt be flies. 


h, 


( 201 ) 
Thus ſportive Love delights in little cheats, 
Which oft are puniſt"d with ſevere deceits. 


The World has an Original in me, 
To paint deluded Lovers miſery : | 
And he who has his eaſie Fair betray'd, 
Finds all his fa//o04 with /arge Iat'reſt paid. 
I neer {uſpeed thox cou'd(t faithleſs be, 
But ſad experience has inſtructed me: 


As a cham'd Maſtiff, begging to be looſe, 
With reſtleſs clamours fills the deafned houſe ; 
But if deny'd, his teeth the Chain engage, 

And vent on that their inoffenſive rage : 

SoI complain, peticion to be freed, 

And humbly proſtrate beg the help I-need. { 
But when you frown, and my requeſt deny, 

Deaf as the Rocks to my repeated cry ; 

ThenI againſt my hated Clog exclaim, 

And on-my Chaiz lay all the guilty blame. 

Thus grief pretends, by giving paſſion vent, 

To eaſe the pain of my Impriſonment. 

But I unjuſtly blame the Chain alone, 

And ſpare the crae/ hand that ty'd it on, 

Well might the barb'rous load of Chains I bear 
Become a Rexegaao ſlave to wear ; 


(202) 
But why this harſh ill aſage, Love, to me; 
Whoſe whole endeavour is to come to Thee > 
But when my Soul attempts that lofty flight, 
"Tis ſtill ſuppreſt by a groſs bodies weight. 
So fare young Birds, by Nature wing'd in vain, 
Whom ſportful Boys with ſcanty Threads reſtrain ; 
When eager to retrieve their native air, 
They riſe a little height, and flutter there : 
But having to their utmoſt limits flown, Fe 
The more they ſtrive to mount, they fall the faſter 
Each, tho' it ſleeps in its young Tyrants breaſt, 
And is with Banquets from his lips careſt ; 
Yet prizes more the freedom: of the Wood, 
Than all the Dainties of its dear-bought food. 
Could tears diflolve my Chains, O with what eaſe 
I'd weep a Delxze for a quick releaſe > 
But tears are vain, reach, Lord ! thy hands to me, 
And in return Pl! ſtretch my Chains to thee. 
Thou, only thou canſt looſe my bands ; for none 
Can take them off, bur he that put them on. 


Chryloſt, 


mn. 
ter 


( 203) 


Chryſoſt. hom. x5. ad pop. Antioch. | 


| How long ſhall we be faſt ned here ? We ſtick to 


the Earth, and as if we ſhould always live 
there, we wallow in the mire. God gave 
us Bodies of Earth, that we ſhauld carry 
them to Heaven, not that we ſbauld by 
them debaſe our Souls to the Earth, - 
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L 208. 


, * 


Bring my Soul out of Priſon, that I may 
praiſe thy name, Cxlij. 9. : 

I Who did once thro' Heav'ris wide Regions rove, 
Free Denizon of thoſe vaſt Realms above z 

Now to a narrow Dungeon am confin'd, * 

A Cave that darkens andreftrains my mind. 

When firſt my Soul put onits fleſhly load, 

It was impriſon'd in the dark abode ; ' © 

My feet were fetrers, my hands manacles, 

My ſmews chains, and all confinement elſe ; 

My bones the bars of my loarh'd Priſon-grate ; 

My tongue the turnkey, and my monththe gate. 


Why from my native ſtation am I ſent 
A Captive to this narrow tenement ? 
How oft wou'd I attempt a /hamefwl flight, 
In Fire or Water bid the World good night ? 
How oft have I their happy Fate admurd, 
Who by the Sword or Por/ox have expir'd ? 


But 


( 206) 


But to gain Heav'n, we muſt Heav'ns leiſure ſtay, 
Sech raſh attempters have miſtook the way. 

As only Heav/n our Beings did beſtow, 

'Tis Heav'ns ſole right to countermand them too : 
And when to take what That fir#t gave we ſtrive, 
We impiouſly encroach on God's Prerogative ; 

And on onr Souls by this unlawful att, 

* In breaking Pris n we a new guilt contratt : 
While thimpious conrſe we take to ſet us free, 
Betrays us to a greater ſlavery. 

Had I ſome winding Lab'rinth for my Fay, 
I then might hope for freedom to prevait : 

| But while imbody'd in this Fleſh I lie, 
Heav'n muZt be the Deliverer, not I. 
Let the miſtaken wretch his Pris'n accule, 
Which for his flight did no kind means refufe. 
Wou'd ſome kind chink one heavenly Ray admie 
To bleſs my Eyes, how wou'd T honour it? 
But while confin'd to this dark Cell I lie, 
My captive Soul can't reach its native Sky. 
Here, even my wills a (lave to Paſſions made, 
Paſſions which have its Liberty betray'd. 
When pioully it is inclin'd to good, 
"Tis by reprgnant Paſſions ſtill withſtood. 
Thus Iſrael in 1h Egyptian bondage far'd, 
While from the Service of their God debarr'd ; 

When 


er 


(207) 
When to his Worſhip they defer'd to go, 
The Tyrant Phar*oh always anſwer d, No. 
Oh my dear God ! viſit this humble Cell, 
And ſee within 'what narrow Walls I dwell. 
But if the Locks, and Bars, and Grates afright, 
Command them all to oper at thy fight. 
Command them, Lord, to ſet thy Servants free ; 
Nor will this deed without example be: 
Angels have left their Thrones and Bliſs above, 


To ranſom thoſe whom thou art pleas'd tolove: | 


Thus Peter did hisop'ning Priſon view, 
Yet ſcarce believ'd the Miracle was true. 
But no ſuch favour is induleg'd to me, 
I want (alaſs!) ſuch happy Liberty. 


Come, my dear Lord ! unlock my priſon Gate, 


And let my Soul tow'rd Heav'n expatiate : 

In triumph tho' thy Slave conducted be, 

I'll bleſs the Chains that bind me cloſe to Thee. 
To Thee my Hands are thro' the Grates addrefſt ; 
O that I cov'd but follow with the reſt ! 


* Thecaprive Birdabourt its Cage will fly, 


And the leaſt way for its eſcape eſpy, 

And with its Bill gnaws thro' the rwigg3grate 
A ſecret paſlage to its firſt free ſtate. 

Canſt thou, my God ! be deaf to all my cries, 
And more obdurate than my Priſon is + 


Nor 
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(208) 
Nor for n:y ſelf; but Thee do I complain, 

Thy ſacred praiſe, which I wow'd ſing, in vain ; 
For here (alas! ) I cannot once rejoice, 

Nor touch my ſtrings, norraiſe my twnefel voice. 
For Birds confin'd, to rage convert their Notes, 
Or /#llen grawn, lock up their ſilent throats. 
Come then, my God, unlock my Priſon-gate, 
And let my Soul tow rds Heav'n expatiate ! 
There my loud voice in joyful Notes I1lraiſe, 

- And fing Eternal Anthems to thy praiſe. 

- But if thou wilt not this requeſt allow, 

At thy own Glory thou muſt envious grow. 


Greg, 


en, 


(109) 


| Greg, in cap: 7. Jobs” 
an is zmpriſoned, becauſe by profici- 


ency in virtue he often ſtrives tori iſe 
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— 


X [. 


Like as the Hart defireth the water-brooks, 


ſo longeth my Soul after thee, O God | 
Pfal. xl. 1. | 


Ord! woud'ſt thon know my breaſts confuming 
And how | pine and languiſh in defire> (fire, 
The withering /7'lets no reſemblance yield, 
Nor can I take it from the Sun-burnt Field ; 
Nor by that heat can I expreſs my pain, 
That melts us in the fiery Dog-ftar's reign. 
The Lybian Sands, where the Sun's warm falute 
With barren drouth deſtroys all hope of fruit, - 
Ev'n they, compar*d with me, are 1noiſt and coo! ; 
Such raging flames have ſeiz'd my heftick Soul. 
But wou'dft thou have an Emblem of my pains, 
Regard then how the wounded Hart complains, 
While in his ſide th'envenom'd Arrow lies, 
His Blood boils over, and his Marrow fries: 
Thus thro' the ood he takes a nimble flight, 
Till ſome cool freaw falutes his diſtant fight : 


P 3 Then 
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Then with redoubled ſpeed he pants and brays, 
-Till there his thirſt and feaver he allays. 
*Thus, thus transfix'd with an Infernal Dart, 

I feel the poiſon raging in my heart. 
Th'envenom'd blood with vilent fury burns, 
And to a thouſand diff rent tortures turns. 

The Tyrant Luſt now thro' my body reigns, 
And now Iztemp'rance burſts my glutted veins. 


- Now Pride's rank poiſon ſwells my heaving breaſt, 


And cursd Ambition robs me of my ret. 

Oh! from what ſtream ſhall I a Med'cine find 
To eaſe theſe reſtleſs rorments of my mind 2 
Thou, thou,” my Ged ! alone canſt eaſe my grief, 
From the pure Waters of the Well of Life. 

My panting Sol laments and pines for them, 

As the chas'd Hart for the refreſhing ſtream. 


Shunning the quick-nos'd Hound: afrighting cries 


With timorous haſte oft to the;70i/c he flies; 
And when he finds himſelf too cloſe beſet, 
With active ſpeed o'er-leaps th'extended Net ; 
But hotly by his num'rous Foes purſu'd, 

He ſeeks the ſuccour of ſome ſheltring Wood; 
And on his neck, left it retard his ſpeed, 

Caſts back the uſeleſs Armour of his head-; 


Which, 


| 
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which, fince he has not courage to employ, 
Aſſiſts his Foes its owner to deſtroy. 
Sometimes he thinks the deep-mouth'd foe is near 
From ſtrong impreſſions of remaining fear : 
Again he ſtands and liſtens for their cries, 
Then, almoſt ſpent, thro' the cloſe Thickets flies 
To the clear Springs : Andas he pants for them, 


| So pines my Soul for the Celeſtial ſtream ; 


There he renews his ſtrength, and lays his heat, 
And rowls and wantons in the cce/ retreat. 


Lord ! Hell's great Nimrod holds my Soul in chaſe, 
To ſhun whoſe Hounds I fly from place to place ; 
But cloſely they my weary ſteps purſue, 

No means of ſuccour or eſcape I view. 

Tir d with my flight, and faiat with conſtant ſweat, 
Twiſh toreſt, 1 wiſh to lay my heat : 

But where, O where can this refreſhment be ? 

Tis no where, Lord ! tis ho where but with Thee. 
With Thee an ever-bubbling Fountain flows, 

The remedy of all thy Servants woes : 

Pleaſing its taſte, its vertne [umnative ; 


| Nor health alone, b:tt endlefs Lite 'twill give, 


Then tell not me of Tagus Golden flood, 
Whoſe rowling Sands raiſe a perpetual mud : 


P 2 There 
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There fhowd I drink inſatiate till I burſt, 
Each greedy draught wou'd re-inflame my thirſt, 
No, to the pleaſmg Springs above I'll go, 
The Springs that in the heavenly Canaan flow. 
My panting Soul laments and pines for them, 
As the chas'd Hart for the refreſhing ſtream, 


Cyril. 


,— 
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Cyril. in Joan. lib. 3. cap. 16; 


$1t & 4n excellent water that allays the per- 

niciousthirft of this World, and the heat 
of Vicd z, thas waſhes off all the ſtains of 
ſin '; that waters and improves the Earth 
in which our Souls inhabit ; and reſtores 
the. mind of Man, that thirfts with an 
earneſt deſire after its God: 


— 


P4 XIT. When 


Re” 
AW. $xOY 


-., _” —OT—— - - —_ 


WA, -n)s hall] come (nd appear before 
p 5 ” - - : Rs 
(He PYreESONCO of God! Pal. s 3 © 
SG KEE 
ZD 236. 


XII. 


When ſhall T come and appear before the pre- 
ſence of God? Pial. Ixij. 2.” - 


WW > pa Fozs my ears thou oft did'ſt 


But they are only Joys of Promiſe ſtill. 

Did'ſt thou not ſay thou ſoon. wou'dft call me home > 

Be juſt, my Love, and kindly bid me come ! 

* Expetting Lovers count each hour a day, 

* And deathto them's leſs dreadful than delay. 

A tedious train of Months and Years is gone, 

Since firſt you bid me hope, yet gave me ove. 

Why with delays doſt thou abuſe my love, 

And fail my vain expeCtancies above 2 

While thus th'inſulting Crowd derides my woe, 

Where's now your Zeove ? how well he keeps his 
Vow ? 

Haſte then, and home thy longing Lover take ; 

If not for mine, yet for thy promiſe ſake. 


When 


a (213) 

When ſhall I come before thy Throne, and ſee 
Thy glorious Scepter kindly ftretch'd to me ? 
For Thee I pine, for Thee I am undone, 

As drooping Flow'rs that want their Parent Su. 
O cruel tort'rer of my wounded Soul, 

Grant me thy preſence, and I ſhall-be whole ! 
O when, thou Joy of all admiring eyes, 
When ſhall I ſee thee on thy Throne of bliſs ? 


As when unwelcom Night begins its ſway, 
And throws its fable mantle o'er the day ; 
The withering glories of the Garden fade, 
And weeping Groves bewail their lonely ſhade ; 
To melancholly Silence Men retire, 
And no ſweet Note ſounds from the feather'd Qxire : 
But hardly can the riſing Morn diſplay 
The purple Enfigns of approaching day ; 
But the glad Gardens deck themſelves anew, 
And the cheer*d Groves ſhake off their heavy Dew : 
To daily Labour as himſelf devotes, 
And Birds in Anthems ftrain their tunefulthroats. 
So without Thee, I grieve, I pine, I mourn ; 
So triumph, ſo revive at Thy retarn. 
But Tbox, unkind, bid'ſt me delight my Eyes 
With other Beaxties, other Rarities, 


Sorme- 
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Sometimes thou bid't me mark the flowry Field ; 
What various ſcents and ſhews the Afedows yield ; 
Then to the Stars thou doſt diret my fight, 
For they from Thine derive their borrow'd light. 
Then faiſt, Contemplate Mar ! in Him thou'lt ſee 
The great reſemblance of thy Love and Me. 
Why wou'dſt thou thus deceive me with a ſhade, 
A trifling [mage, that will quickly fade ? 
My fancy ſtoops not to a mortal aim ; 
Thos, thou haſt kindled, and muſt quench my flame. 


O glorious Face, worthy a Pow*r Divine, 
Where Zpve and Awe with equal mixture ſhine ! 
Triumphant Majeſty of that bright Ray 
Where bluſhing Angels proſtrate homage pay ! 
We in thy Works thy fix*d impreſſions trace, 
Yet ſtill but faint refletions of thy Face. 

When this inchanted #or/d's compard with Thee, 
Its boaſted Beaxty's all defcrmiry : 

Thy Stars no ſuch tranſcending, ©: ries own 

As Tine, whoſe light exceeds all theirs in one. 
This trurh ſome one of them can beſt declare, 
Who on the Aornt thy bleft ſpeRtators were x 
Who on Thy Glories were allow'd to gaze, 

And faw Heav's opined in Thy wonarons Face. 


Thy 


= + 220)? 
Thy ſhining Viſage all the God confeſt, (dreſt.” 
In beaxtions Lambent Flames were thy bright Temples 


Nor can we blame thy great Apoftle's Zeal, 
To whom thou did'ſt that happy ſight reveal ; 
That (lighting all before accounted dear, 
He was for building Tabernacles bere. 
Yet he beheld Thee then within a Veil, 
The killing Rays thou kindly did'ſt conceal: 
He ſaw a milder flame thy Face ſurround, 
'Thy Temples with rebated Glories crown'd: 
As when the filver Moon's reflected Beams, 
In ſome clear Evening gild the ſmiling Streams : 
Or cloud-born Lightning in its nimble Race 
Paints ona trembling Wave Heav'ns bluſhing Face. 
How had he wondred at the nobler Light, | 
Whoſe bare Refleftion was fo heav nly bright? c 
But, oh ! That's inacceſſible to humane fight ! 
Then me, oh ! me to that bleſt ſtate receive, 
Where I may ſee thee all, and ſeeing [ve ! 
When will that happy day of Viſion be, 
When I ſhall make a near approach to Thee, : 
Be wrapt in Clouds, and loſt in Myſtery ? 

This, 


'Tis true, the Sacred Elements impart 
Thy virtual preſence to my faithful heart ; 
But to my ſenſe ſtill anrevea/d thou arr. 


(221) 
This, tho' a great, is an imperfett bliſs, 
T'embrace a Cloxd for the bright Goa-I-with ; 
My Soul a more exalted pitch wou'd fly, 
And view Thee in the heights of Majeſty. 


Oh! when ſhall I behold Thee alt ſerene, 
Without one envious Cloud, or Veil between 
When diſtant Faith ſpall in near Viſion ceaſe, 
And ſtill my Love ſhall with my Sight increaſe ? 
That habyy day dear as theſe Eyes ſhall be, | 
And a. the dear things, bur Ti bee.. 
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If thou findeſt any thi better than to behold the face 
d Fr 7 ref e thee thither. Wo-be ti'that leve of 
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thee us derived. 
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D that I had the wines of a Dove! fo thent 
would fly away, and be at reff, Pfal. Iv. 6. 


H O® Great Creator ! I receive from Thee 
All that I am, and all I hope to be ; 
Yet, might thy humble Clay expoſtulate, 
I wou'd complain of my defetive ftate. 


To Man th'aft given the boundleſs Regency 
Of three vaſt Realms, the Ocear, Earth, atid Sh; : 
But, oh'; low fhalt this ample Powtr be try'd, 
When ftill the means to ufe ir are deny'd+> 


Pardon my haſty cenfure of thy skill, 
Who think thy mighty Work defeftive ftilt ! 
Nor am-F forward to correft thy Arr, 

By wiſhing Man a Caſement in his Heart, 
Whoſe dark Receſfes allthe World might ſer ; 
That profpett juſtly is reſety'd for Thee : 

But the defe&t F mourn is greater far; 

Of Fins to cut the Waves, and Figs the Air. 
wt Inferior 
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Duftrior Creatures no perfeftion want, 
To hinder.their enjoyment of Thy grant : 
The ſcaly Race have nimble Fins allow'd, 
With which they range abour their native Flood : 
And all the feather d Tenants of the Air, 
Born up on tow'ring Wizgs, expatiate there. 
Thus ey'ry Creature finds a bleſt content 
Adapted to its proper Element : 
But avs, for the command of all deſign'd, 
Is ſtill to Oxe injuriouſly confin'd ; 
While Nature often is extravagant, 
And gives his Subjetts more than what they want. 
Some of the watry kind, we know, can fly, 
And viſit, when they pleaſe, the lofty Sky ; 
And, in exchange, ſome of the aery brood 
Deſcend, and turn bold Pirates in the Flood : 
While ſtill to an Heav'n does all means deny 
To exerciſe his vain Authority. 
Ev'n buzzing Isſetts with light wings are bleſt, 
In whoſe ſmall frame Heav'n has much art expreſt: 
But fav, the great, the noble Aſaſter-piece, 
Wants a perfe&tion that abounds in theſe. 
Nay ſome, the meaneft of the feather d kind, 
For neither profit nor delight deſign'd, 
Stretch their Dominions to a vaſt extent, 
Nor pleasd with 70, range a third Element ; 
* | | ' Some. 


An 
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Sommetimes on Earth they walk with ately pace, 
And ſþort and revel on the tender graſs; 
Then for the /iquid ſtream exchange the ſhoar, 
And dally there as wanton as before : 
But wearied, thence their moiſtned wings they rear, 
To take their wild diverſion in the Air. 
Sure theſe to rule the triple World were ſent, 
And denizon'd of every Element : 
But ay, excluded both the Sea and Ar, 
Can make fmall uſe of his Dominion there. 
Nor yet repine I that the Earth's alone 
Aan's Element, ſince I defire but One ; . 
My whole ambition's to exchange my place; 
Tho' with the meaveſt of the feather'd Race. 
Grant me but wings that I may »pwards ſoar, 
11 forfeit them if eer I covet more. 
Nor canſt thou, Lord ! my juſt petition blame, 
When thou regard'ſt the ed of all my aim : 
The Miſeries below, and Joys above, 
Recal from hence, and thither point my love. 
The Earth ( alas ! ) no ſettled ſtation knows, 
So faſt the deluge of its raine flows : 
Numberleſs troubles and calamities 
Increaſe the Flood, too apt it ſelf to riſe. 
Tir d with lone flight, my weary Soul can meet 
No friendly bough to entertain her feet. 

Q Flere 
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Here no bleſÞ fign of Peace or Plenty i ; © 
All lie d'erwhelm''d in the profound Abyſs. 
O whither then ſhall I for ſafety go ? 
TI muſt not hope ſo great a goed below, 
Vainly to Honour or te Wealth 7 fly, | 
T lieſe cannot be their own ſecurity ; 
Ay ſale dependance is the Sacred Ark, 
There, there my Soul in ſafety may embarque : 
* Thou ſend ſt her thence, Lord, call her home again, 
And ſtretch thy favouring hand to take her in b 
But (he's (alrs! ) too weak for ſuch a flight, 
Her flaeging wings are baffled by its height. 
Wou'dſt thou vouchſate to imp them, ſhe wind fly, 
And brave the tow'ring Monarch of the Sky ; 
Then ſhe wou'd haſte to her eternal Reſt, 
And build above the Clouds her lofty Neft ; 
There baking in the ſplendor of thy Beams, 
Be all imploy'd on bright Angelick Themes ; 
In which th adulterate World ſhall have no part, 
That ſly Debaucher of my wanaring heart : 
But in ſeraphich Flames for Thee I'll burn, 
And never, never think of a return. , 


Amb. 


C2) 


Amb. Hom. 7: 
iVothing can fly but what is pure, light; and 
ſubtile, and whoſe purity is not corrupted 
by intemperance, nor its cheerfulneſs of 
[wiftneſs retarded by any weight: 
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O how amiable ave thy Tabermacles : thou 
Lord of Hoſts ! Pial. lxxxiv. 1. 


Reat Leader of the Starry Hoſts that ſtand 
In ſhining order on thy either hand ! 

Such bright-mwagnificence adorns Thy Throne, 

That hence my ravi/h\d Soul wou'd fain-be gone, 

To offer there her low Devotion. -/ 

Hail glorious Palace, which a lofty Mound 

Of ſhining Jaſper cloſely does ſurround! 

Where the blew Saphyre and clear Chryfdlite 
At once afteniſh and affeft the Sight 1 - \- 
Where ſparkling Topas-threſholds kiſs the feet 

Of all who come towards the Almighty's Seat ! 
By doors of dazling Adamant let in, 

Where Golden Roofs on Emerald Pillars ſhine! 
This lofty Str##xre, this divine Abode, 

Becomes the Preſence of its Fonnder-Gad. 


Q3 
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Here pureft Ars, fann'd in by Angels Wings, 
Breathe all the Odors of ten thouſand Springs. 
Here no benumming Froſt dare once be rude, 
Nor piercing S»ows within theſe Courts intrude. 
The torrid Zone is far remote from hence, 
Thi Climate feels a gentler influence. 

This true Eliz5xm's pleaſures ne'er decay, 
Whoſe time is all but one etgrnal day. 


Bright Reſident of the Cceleſtial Spheres | 


How defpicable's Earth, when Heav'n appears 3; 


The very name of Grief's a Stranger here, 
And nothing @p þeget a thought of Fear. 
Here undiſturþ'd Tranquility preſides, 

And entrance to all jarring Fors forbids. + - 
Hence every Paſſine, Frailty and Diſeaſe, - 
All that may iMjwre; trouble, of dſpleaſe, 

All that may aifrompeſe thiexaled mind, 

Are to eternal baniſhment confin'd. 


Bright Relient of the Cazleſtjal Spheres 1 , 


How defpicable's Earth, when Heav's appears? | 


Here feaſting Sauls perpetual Revels keep, 
And never are conern'd for food or (leep ; 
With indefatigable Zeal they move, 

Born on the wings of Duty and of Loye. 


S; Diſſto'd 
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Diſelv'd in Hymns, here @uires of Angels lis, 
And with lond Halelujah's fill the Sky. | 
Here new-come Saints with wreaths of light are crown'd, 
While Iv'ry Harps and Silver Trumpets ſound. 
Here rnddy Cherubs ſacred Hymns begin, 

And ſmiling Seraphs loud Reſponſes ſing ; 

While echoing Angels the bleſt Ayrs retort, 
Follow 'd by 4 loud Chorus of the Univerſal Court : 
While, to compleat the Muſick of the Quire 

The Royal Pfalmiſt twnes his Sacred Lyre:. 


Such was the mighty Foy, when they careſs d 
The Royal CHARLES, their welcom martyr d Gueſt. 
Such Songs of Triumph fill d Heav'ns ſpace around, 
When in his room his God-like Son was crown'd: 
Him, for whoſe ſafety they were oft imploy d, 
And bleſt the grateful Orders they obeyd : 
Him, for whoſe ſake they did loud Storms aſſwage, 
And ftiltd the more tumultuous Peoples rage ; 
Knowing His Reign ſuch Bleſſings won'd diſpence, 
To make their pains a glorious recompence : | 
So mild, ſogood—— fuch woes bis Exit brings, 
When they look on, they ſigh, and flag their Wings. 
O that my raviſh'd Soul cou'd mount the Skies, 
To hear the Muſick,of. their Plalmodies ! 


Q 4 The 
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The meaneſt Seat in this bright Court I'd chuſe, 
Before the beſt Preferment Earth beſtows ; 

For one ſhort days ſublime injoyment here 
Exceeds an Ape of the chief Pleaſure there. 
Haſte then, my Soul ! to thoſe bleſt Manſions fly, 
With thoſe bright Objefs pleaſe thy wondring eye ! 
With their ſweet Ayrs fill thy attentive ear, 

Till thou haſt learnt to chant glad Anthems there ! 
Till thou, inſtrufted in the heavnly Art, 

May ſt in their Conſort bear an humble yart | 
Bleſt Reſident of the Celeſtial Spheres ! 

How deſpicable's Earth, when Heav'n appears ? 
What pure delights that happy place allows? 
How many Manſions in my Father's Howſe ? 

My flaming Soul can thence no longer ſtay ; 

- If none goes there and lives, T'll die to find the way. 


Bonavent. 
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Bonavent. Soliloq. cap. 4. 


O my Soul! what can I ſay when I behold 
the Joy to come? I am loſt in admir«- 
tion, Shae the Joy will be within and 
without, above and below, about and be- 
fide us, ; 
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XV. 


Make haſte, my Belowed, and be like the Rae 
or the young Hart upon the Mountains of 
"_= Cant, vi}. 14. 


Hee my bright Sun ! taſte from my — 


Too tender to endure thy ſtreaming light : 

How does my Tongue my love-fick Soul betray ? 

This bids hin fly, whom that wou'd beg to ſtay. 

For why ſhou'd I his abſence thus engage, 

Which grax# will make one tedious bopr an; Age? 

Yet his too-beautious Beams forbid his ſtay ;. 

Fly then, a>y-£ove, or lay thoſe Beams away! 

Hadfſt thou on me this harſh Injunction laid, 

 Thekilling ſound at once had firuck me dead : 
But thy own flame, not I, wou'd have it ſo, 

I ſhou'd be Apes jn pronouncing Go ! 

I wou'd not wiſh what now I do intreat ; 

Then ſtay, and let me yot perſuade Thee yet ! 

Stay, ſtay my Life, and turn the deafned ear ! 

. Sure what I wau'd not ſpeak, you ſhou'd not hear. 

| Hence 


».. 


(235) 
Hence let the wind my feign'd Petition bear ! 
"T was fear, not 1, that form'd the haſty Pray'r. 
Yet (oh!) this melting heat forbids your ſtay ; 
Fly, fly, my Love, T burn if you delay, 
Oh! let your haſte outſtrip the hunted Hind ; 
But that's too ſlow ; fly like the nimble Wind ! c 
Fly till thou leave'ſt ev'» flagging thought behind ! 
Yet in thy flight a longing look beſtow, 
Al ſpeaking glante, to ſhew thee loath to go. 
But that once caſt, renew your ſpeed away : 
Fly, fly, my Love, there's death in your delay ! 
Behold thoſe lofty Sky-ſaluting Hills, 
Where rich Perfume from weeping Trees diſtills ! 
Where Lawrels, Cedars, and ſoft Myrtles grow, 
And all the Spice Arabia can beſtow : 
To their high tops dire&t thy nimble flight, 
Till thox, like them, art vaniſh'd from my fight! 
Fly to the heights where the gay Seraphs fing, 
And the young Cherubs exerciſe their wing! 
Fly till the Stars appear as much below 
Thy Station, as they are above it now ! 
Thoſe places are inur'd to heat and fire, 
And what 7 dread, is what they moſt deſire. 
One Spark's ſufficient to inflame my Soul ; 
Oh ! do not then conſume me with the whole! 


Then 
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Then let thy haſte the hunted Hind out-go ! 

And yet, methinks, thou ſhoud'ſt not leave me io ! 

Fly where thou often may'ſt with eaſe look back, 

Nor from my ſight too far a Journey take : 

But keep ſuch diſtance as the glorious Sx, 

When with moſt light he guilds the pale-fac'd Afoer ! 

Ah ! this diſcov'ry of my Soul forgive ! 

I cannot with thee, nor without thee, live. 

If thou art near, I barn ; remote, I freeze; 

And either diſt ance does alike diſpleaſe. 

Then fo approach me, Lord, I thee defire, 

That I may feel thy warmrh, but not thy fire. 

Fly then, »y Life ! faſt as the hunted Deer ; 

"But go no more too far, than ſtay too near ! 

And when th'art gone, on reedy Pipes I'll play, 

And fing thy Praiſes in an amorous Lay ; 

And when I've wearied out the tedious night, 

With a new task I will my {elf delighr. 

T'll carve at large on ev'ry ſpreading Tree 

Our Loves Original and Hiſtory. 

What time remains I'll dedicate to ſleep, 

Yer ſtill my waking thoughts /o2*d Objett keep. 
But ſee how while I ſpeak I melt away | 

Haſte your ungrateful flight without delay ! 

Tet go as tho' you this departure mourn, 


Hnd all your haſte were for a quick return. 
| Amb. 


Amb: de bono Mortis, cap. 5. 


The Soul deſires that her ay uy 


would be gone, becau ; 1s now ſh 
able to follow him in i flight. 
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Books Sold by Henry Bonwick, at the Red- 
Lion ix St. Paul's Church-yard. 


- General Hiſtory of the Reformation of the 
CORE —_s 
e ome : nn Germany artin 
Luther, AS Progreſs thereof in ll Parr of 
Chriſtendom, from the Year 1517, to the Year 1556. ' 
Written in Latin by the Learned fohn Sleidan, L.L.D. 
and faithfully Engliſhed. To which is added a Con- 
tinuation to the end of the Council of Trex, in the 
"my 15 cog By —_—_ þ worry In Folio. 
te Voyage to Conſtantinople : Containing an 
exact Deſcription of the Propontss and Helleſpont, with 
the Dardanels, and what elſe is remar m thole 
Seas; asallo of the on of Conſtantinople, wherein is 
particularly deſcrib'd the Grand 10 and Chief 
Moſques. Likewiſe an account of the ancient and 
preſent State of the Greek Church, with the Religion 
and Manner of Worſhip of the Txrks, their Ecclehi- 
aftical Government, thew Courts of Juſtice, and Civil 
Employments. Illuſtrated with curious and exa&t 
Draughts of the Helleſpont, Propontis, Conſt antinople, 
the Seraglio, Santtz Sophia, and other Chief Moſques, 
with the ſeveral Poſtures of the Twrks during Prayer- 
rime ; in fourteen Copper Plates. Publiſhed by the 
Command of the Freach Kmg by Monfieur Filiam 
PFoſephGrelot. Made Engliſh by F. Philips, I» 80. 
Poems and Tranſlations written upon feveral Oc- 
caſions, and to fzveral Perſons. By C. Goodall; a 
late Scholar of Eaton. In 87. F990 
ColleRtions of Acute Diſeaſes taken from the beft 
Authors that have writ moſt accurately of ſome parti- 
cular acute Diſeaſes : The. Firſt Part contains all 
' | rhat the Learned and Experienced Dr. Sydenham has 
written of the Small Pox and Meaſles. The gy 
art 


p—___ 1666. : LEG -" 
for 166g, and 166. rersof the 
Foe of the Ys Years LIONS 2, 
Feaver ; together RG Dc 
EOS and of th the Cure of the f 
ur nra Age ir Tecth,as alſo ofthe- 
þ ny tharivecl: pr wine. og: The 
1 4 ſhort time. 
der Far il fons preteens to his Pariſhioners in 
two. Parts. I. Containing a plainand ferions Exhor- 
ration to a Religiousand Vertuous Life. - II. General 
Directions how to live accordingly. In8*. 
Certain Miſcellany TraQts, written by Sir Thomas 
Brown, late of Norwich. In $*. 
A Treati Ge gone, Foaligion, by FC. de Lu 
A Diſcourſe proving Scripture and 
That the Li ng om limited by any abſelare: 
Decree of God. - By the Author of The Daty of Man. 
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French. The Second Edition. To which is added 
a Map of Paris. In 12%. 
The beſt Guide to Devotion ; being ſhort Prayers, 
Meditations and T Denote 
_ Scriptures, and fitted to all Occaſions. 7» 24*. | 


